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T Aving propoſed. to write ſome pieces on Hu- 
man Life and Manners, ſuch as (to uſe my 
ord Bacon O expreſſion), come bome to mens buſineſs and 
ms, I thought it more ſatisfactory to begin with 
pnlidering Man in the abſtract, his Nature and his 
ate ; ſince, to prove any moral duty, to inforce any 
oral precept, or to examine the perfection or imper- 
ton of any creature whatſoeyer, it is neceſſary firſt 
know what condition and relation it is placed in, and 
at is the proper end and purpoſe of its being. 
The ſcience of Human Nature is, like all ather ſci- 
ces, reduced to a few cledr points. There are not ma- 
certain truths in this world. It is therefore i in the 
anatomy of the mind,. as in that of the body; more 
dod will accrue to mankind by attending to the large, 
den, and perceptible parts, than by ſtudying too 
uch ſuch finer nerves and veſſels, the conformations 
Wd uſes of which will for ever eſcape our obſervation. 
he di iſpates are all upon theſe laſt, and I will venture 
ay, they have leſs ſharpened the wits than the hearts 
men againſt each other, and have diminiſhed the 
actice, more than advanced the theory, of morality, 
I could flatter myſelf. that this eſſay has any merit, 
is in ſteering betwixt the extremes of doctrines ſee- 
Mingly oppoſite, in paſſing over terms utterly unintel - 
Az 


ieren 


| ligible, and in forming a temperate yet not inconſi 2 
and a vort yet not imper fett ſyſtem of ethics. , 
This'I might have done in proſe ; but I choſe verſe, 
and even rhyme, for two reaſons. The one will ap- 3 
pear obvious; that principles, maxims, or precepts, % 
written, both ſtrike the reader more ſtrongly at firſt, . 
and are more eaſily retained by him aſterwards: The ; 
other may ſeem odd, but it is true; I found I could ex. 
preſs them more forth this way than in proſe ieſels 0 
and nothing is more certain, than that much of 6 $ 
force, as well as grace of arguments or inſtructions, de. 2 
pends on their conciſeneſs. I was unable to treat thigh 
part of my ſubject more in detail, without becoming ; 
dry and tedious ; or more poetically, without faerificin 
perſpicuity to ornament, without wandering from the : 
preciſion, or breaking the chain of reaſoning : If ang ; 
man can unite all theſe, without diminution of any d 
them, I freely confeſs he * compaſs a _— abo 
my capacity. ; 
What is now publithed, is only to be confidered o 
a general map of MAN, marking out no more than thi 


greater parts, their extent, their Jimits, and their c 1 

neftion, but leaving the particular to be more fully al 5 ſy 

lineated in the charts which are to follow. Conk' to 

| quently, theſe epiſtles, in their progreſs, (if 1 han: 4 en 
health and leiſure to make any progreſs), will be le , 11 

dry, and more ſuſceptible of poetical ornament. I at ve 

here only opening the Jountains, and clearing the pa all 

ſage. To dedüce the rivers, to follow them in tho IV 
courſe; and to obſerve their effects, yy a taſk mor ter 
; Y an 
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4A 0 BOM NT. 
}f the Nature and State 'of Man with reſpec? 
to the UNIVERSE. 


r Man in the abſtract.- I. That we can judge only 
vith regard to our own ſyſtem, being ignorant of the 
relations of fyſtems and things, ver. 17, &c. II. 
That man is not to be deemed imperfect, but a being 
ſuited to his place and rait in the creation, agreeable 
do the general order of things, and conformable to 
ends and relations to him unknown, ver. 35, &c. 
Il. That it is partly upon his igncraxce of future e- 
vents, and partly upon the hope of a future ſtate, that 
all his happineſs in the preſeat depends, ver. 77, &c. 
IV. The pride of aiming at more knowledge, and pre- 
I | a to more perfection, the cauſe of man's error 
1 and miſery, The impiety of putting himſelf in the 
E place of God, and judgiog of the fitneſs « or unfitneſs, 
| A 3 
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ARGUM E NT. 


perfection or imperſection, juſtice or injuſtice, of | 
his diſpenſations, ver. 209, &c. V. The abſurdity 
of conceiting himſelf the final cauſe of the creation, 
or expecting that perfection in the moral world, 
which is not in the natural, ver. 131, &c. VI. The 
unreaſonableneſs of his complaints againſt Providence, i 
while on the one hand he demands the perfections of 
the angels, and on the other the bodily qualifica- 
tions of the brutes ; though, to poſſeſs any of the 
| ſenſitive faculties in a higher degree, would render 
him miſerable, ver. 173, &c. VII. That, through- 
out the whole viſible world, an univerſal order and Y 
gradation in the ſenſual and mental faculties is ob- 
ſerved, which cauſes a ſubordination of creature to, 
creature, and of all creatures to man. The grada- 7 
tions of ſenſe, inſtintt, thought, refletion, reaſon ; | 1 
that reaſon alone countervails all the other faculties, 
ver. 20). VIII. How much further this order and 
_ ſubordination of living creatures may extend, above 
and below us; were any part of which broken, not P 
that part only, but the whole connected creation I 
muſt be de deſtroyed, ver. 233. IX. The extrava- : | 
gance, madneſs, and pride of ſuch a deſire, ver. 25. 
N. The conſequence of all, the abſolute ſubmiſſion due 2 
to Providence, both as to our preſent and future Hale, : 1 
ver. 281, &c. to the end. 82 8 9 
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A WAKE, my ST enn leave all nene things 15 


To low ambition, and the pride of kings. 
Let us, (ſince life can little more ſupply © 
han juſt to look about us, and to die), 


. xpatiate free o'er all this ſcene of man 3 


sh- 


pt all who blindly creep, or ſightleſs ſoar ; 
[Eye Nature's walks, ſhoot Folly as it flies, 
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mighty maze! but not without a plan; | 
\ wild, where weeds and flow'rs promiſcuous ſhoot ; 
Or garden tempting with forbidden fruit. 

ogether let us beat this ample field, 

ry what the open, what the covert yield; 

he latent tracts, the giddy heights, explore 


And catch the manners living as they riſe : 
augh where we muſt, be candid where we can; 
But vindicate the ways of God to man. 

I. Say, firſt, of God above, or man below, 
hat can we reaſon but from what we know ? 


of man, what ſee we but his ſtation here, 
From which to reaſon, or to which refer? 


hro' worlds unnumber'd tho' the God be known, 
Tis ours to trace him only in our own. 
He, who thro” vaſt immenſity can pierce, 


Gee worlds on worlds compoſe one univerſe, 
oObſerve how ſyſtem into ſyſtem runs, 


What other planets circle other ſans, 


Wbat vary'd being peoples every ſtar, 

ZMay tell why Heav'n has made us as we are. 

But of this frame the bearings and the ties, 
he ſtrong connections, nice dependencies, 

Gradations juſt, has thy pervading foul 

Look'd thro'? or can a part contain the whole? 


a 4 
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Is the great chain, that draws all to agree, 
And, drawn, ſupports, upheld by God, or thee? 
II. Preſumptuous man! the reaſon wouldſt thou find 


Why form'd ſo weak, ſo little, and fo blind? 


Firſt, if thou canſt, the harder reaſon gueſs, 
Why form'd no weaker, blinder, and no leſs? 
Aſk of thy mother earth, why oaks are made 
Taller and ſtronger than the weeds they ſhade ? 

'Or aſk of-yonder argent fields above, 

Why Jove's Satellites are leſs than Jove ? 

Of ſyſtems poſſible, if tis confeſs d 

That wiſdom infinite muſt form the beſi, 

Where all muſt full, or-not: coherent be, 

And all that riſes, riſe in due degree: | 

Then, in the ſcale of reas' ning life, tis plain, 
There muſt be, ſomewhere, ſuch a rank as man : 
And all the gueſtion (wrangle cer ſo long) 

Is only this, If God has plac'd him wrong? 
RKeſpecting man, whatever wrong we call, 

May, muſt be right, as relative:to all. 


In human werks, tho' labour'd on with pain, 


A thouſand movements fcarce-one purpoſe gain; 
In God's, one ſingle can its end produce; 

Yet ſerves to ſecond too ſome other uſe. 

So man, who here ſeems principal alone, 0 
Perhaps acts ſecond to ſome ſphere unknown, 
Touches ſome wheel, or verges to ſome goal ; 
Tis but a part we ſee, and not a whole. 


When the proud ſteed ſhall know why man reftrains 


His-fiery courſe, or drives him o'er the plaius; 


When the dull ox, why now he breaks the clod, 
Is now a victim, and now Egypt's god: 
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hen ſhall man's pride and dulnefs comprehend ' 

His actions, paſſions, being's uſe and end | 
Why doing, ſuff ring, check'd, impell'd;- and why 
This hour a ſlave, the next a deity. 

Then ſay not man's imperfect, Heav'n in fault; 

Say rather, man 's as perfect as he ought: 

His knowledge meat ur d to his ſtate and place ; 
His time a moment, and a point his ſpace. 

If to be perfect in a certain ſphere, 

What matter, ſoon, or late, or here, or there b: 
be bleſs'd to-day-is as compleatly ſo, 

As who began a thouſand years ago. 

III. Heav'n from all creatures hides the book of Fate, 
All but the page preſerib'd, their preſent ſtate: 
From brutes what men, from men what ſpirits know: 
Or who could ſuffer being below? 

The lamb thy riot dooms to bleed to-day, 

Had he thy reaſon, would he ſkip and play? 
Pleas'd to the laſt, he crops the flow'ry food, 
And licks the hand juſt rais d to. ſhed his blood, 
O blindneſs to the future !:kindly giv'n, 

That each may fill the circle mark'd by Heav'n: 
Who ſees with equal eye as God of all, 

A hero.periſh, or a ſparrow fall, | 

Atoms or ſyſtems into ruin hurl'd, 

And now a bubble burſt, and now a world. 

Hope humbly then; with trembling pinions ſoar; 
Wait the great teacher Death ; and God adore. 
What future bliſs he gives not thee to know, 

But gives that hope to be thy bleſſing now. 
Hope ſprings eternal in the human breaſt: 
Man never is, but always to-ble(s'd : 
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The foul, uneaſy, and confin'd at home, 
Reſts and expatiates in a life to come. 

Lo, the poor Indian! whoſe untutor'd mind 
Sees God in clouds, or hears him in the wind ; 
His foul, proud ſcience never taught to ſtray 
Far as the ſolar walk, or milky way; 

Yet ſimple Nature to his hope has giv'n, 
Behind the cloud-topt-hill, an humbler heav'n; 
Some ſafer world in depth of woods embrac'd, 
Some happier ifland in the wat'ry waſte, 

Where ſlaves once more their native land behold, 
No fiends torment, no Chriſtians thirſt for gold. 
To be, contents his natural deſire, 

He aſks no angel's wing, no ſeraph's fire: 

But thinks, admitted to that equal ſky, 

His faithful dog ſhall bear company. 

IV. Go, wiſer thou! and, in thy ſcale of ſenſe, 
Weigh thy opinion againſt Providence; 

Call imperfection what thou fancy'ſt ſuch, 

Say, Here he gives too little, there too much: 
Deſtroy all creatures for thy ſport or guſt, 

Yet cry, If man's unhappy, God's unjuſt ; 

If man alone ingrofs not Heav'n's high eare, 
Alone made perſect here, immortal there: 
Snatch from his hand the balance and the rod, 
Re- judge his juſtice, be the Gop of Gop. 

In pride, in reas' ning pride, our error lies; 

All quit their ſphere, and ruſh into the ſkies. 
Pride till is aiming at the bleſs'd abodes ; 

Men would be angels, angels would be gods. 
Aſpiring to be gods, if angels fell, | 
Aſpiring to be angels, men rebel: 
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And who but wiſhes to invert the laws 
Of ORDER, fins againſt th* Eternal Cauſe. 

V. Aſk for what end the heav'nly bodies ſhine, 
Earth for whoſe uſe? Pride anſwers, * *Tis for mine: 
For me kind Nature wakes her genial pow'r, ' 
« Suckles each herb, and ſpreads out ev'ry flow'r ; 
Annual for me, the grape, the roſe renew 

The juice nectareous, and the balmy dew ; 
For me, the mine a thouſand treaſures brings; 
For me health guſhes from a thouſand ſprings ; 
« Seas roll to waft me, ſuns to light me riſe ; 
My foot-ſtool earth, my canopy the ſkies.” 

But errs not Nature from this gracious end, 

From burning ſuns when livid deaths deſcend, 
When earthquakes ſwallow, or when tempeſts ſweep 
Towns to one grave, whole nations to the deep ? 
No ('tis reply'd) the firſt Almighty Cauſe | 
Acts not by partial, but by gen'ral laws; 
© Th' exceptions few; ſome change ſince all began: 
And what created perfect? Why then man? 
If the great end be human happineſs, 
Then Nature deviates; and can man do leſs ? 
As much that end a conſtant courſe requires 
Of ſhow'rs and ſun · ſhine, as of man's deſires ; 
As much eternal ſprings and cloudleſs ſkies, 
As men for ever temp'rate, calm, and wiſe. 
If plagues or earthquakes break not Heav'n's deſign, 
Why then a Borgia, or a Cataline ? 
Who knows but he, whoſe hand the lightning forms, 
Who heaves old ocean, and who wings the ſtorms ; 
Pours fierce ambition in a Caeſar's mind, 
Or turns young Ammon looſe to ſcourge mankind ? 


* ESSAY © N MAN. 1652 


From pride, from pride, our very reas ning e 
Account for motal as for nat' ral things: 
Why charge we Heav'n in thoſe, in theſe acquit ? 
In both, to reaſon-right, is to ſubmit. 
Better for us, perhaps, it might appear, 
Were there all harmony, all virtue here; 
That never air or ocean felt the wind, 
That never paſſion diſcompos'd the mind, 
But all ſubſiſts by elemental ſtrife ; 
| And paſſions are the elements of liſe. 
The gen'ral Ox DER, ſince the whole began, 
Is kept in Nature, and is kept in man. 

VI. What would this man? Now upward will he 25 
And, little leſs than angel, would be more; 
Now, looking downwards, juſt as griev'd appears 

To want the ſtrength of bulls, the fur of bears. 
Made for his uſe all creatures if he call, 

Say what their uſe, had he the pow'rs of all; 
Nature to theſe, without profuſion, kind, 

The proper organs, proper pow'rs aſſign'd; 
Each ſeeming want com peuſated of courſe, 
Here with degrees of ſwiftneſs, there of force ; 
All in exact proportion to the ſtate ; 

Nothing to add, and nothing to abate, 

Each beaft, each inſect, happy in its own: 

Is Heav'n unkind to man, and man alone? 
Shall he alone, whom rational we call, 

Be pleas d with nothing, if not bleſs d with all? 

The bleſs of man (could pride that bleſſing find) 
Is not to act or think beyond mankind; 

No powers of body, or of ſoul to ſhare, 
But what his nature and his ſtate can bear. 
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Why has not man a-miſcroſcopic exe 
For this plain reaſon, man is not a 2. is 
Say what the uſe, were finer optics giv'n, 2 
T' inſpect a mite, not comprehend the heav n? 
The touch, if tremblingly alive alk o'er, | 
To ſmart and agonize at ev ry pore? 
Or, quick effluvia darting through the ban, 
Dye of aroſe in aromatic pain? 
Tf Nature thunder d in his op'ning ears, 
And ſtunn'd him with the muſic of the ſpheres, 
How would he wiſh that Heav'n had left him ſtill 
The whifp'ririg zephyr, and the purling rill ? 
Who finds not Providence all good and wiſe, 
Alike in what it gives, and what denies ? _ 

VII. Far as creation's ample range extends, 
The ſcale of ſenſual, mental pow rs aſcends : 
Mark how it mounts to man's imperial race, 
From the green myriads in the peopled grafs : 
What modes of ſight betwixt each wide extreme, 
The mole's dim curtain, and the lynx's beam: 
Of ſmell the headlong lioneſs between, 
And hound ſagacious on the tainted green : 
| Of hearing, from the life that fills the flood, 
To that which warbles through the vernal wood ? 
The ſpider's touch, how exquiſitely fine? 
Feels at each thread, and lives along the line: 
In the nice bee, what ſenſe ſo ſubtly true 
From pois'nous herbs extracts the healing dew ? 
How inſtin& varies in the grov'ling ſwine, _ 
Compar'd, half-reas'ning elephant, with thine! 
'Twixt that and reaſon, what a nice barrier, 
For ever ſep'rate, yet for ever near 
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Remembrance and reflection how ally'd ; 
What thin partitions ſenſe from thought divide? 
And middle natures, how they long to join, | 
Yet never paſs th inſuperahle line 
Without this juſt gradation, could they be | 
Subjected, theſe to thoſe, or all to thee? 
The pow'rs of all ſubdu'd by thee alone, 
Is not thy reaſon all theſe pow'rs in ne? 

VIII. See, thro' this air, this ocean, and this earth, 
All matter quick, and burſting into birth. 
Above, how high! pregreflive liſe may go 
Around, how wide! how deep extend below! 
Vaſt chain of being! which from God began, | Oh 
Natures acthereal, human, angel, man, n 
Beaſt, bird, fiſh, inſect, what no eye can ſee, 
No glaſs can reach; from Infinite to thee, 
From thee to Nothing. On ſuperior pow'rs 
Were we to preſs, inferior might on ours : : 
Or in the full creation leave a void, 
Where, one ſtep broken, the great ſcalc's deſtroy d 
From Nature's chain whatever link you ſtrike, 
Tenth, or ten thouſandth, breaks the chain alike, 
And, if each ſyſtem in gradation roll 

Alike eſſential to th' amazing whole, 
The leaſt confuſion but in one, not all 
That ſyſtem only, but the whole muſt fall. 
Let earth unbalanc'd from her orbit fly, 
Planets atid ſuns run lawleſs thro' the ſky ; 
Let ruling angels from their ſpheres be hurl'd, 
Being on being wreck'd, and world on world; 
Heav'n's whole foundations to their centre nod, 
And Nature tremble to the throne of God ; 
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All this dread Ox DE RM break for whom for thee ? 


Vile worm Oh madneſs! pride! impiety! 

IX. What if the foot, ordain'd the duſt to tread, 
Or hand, to toil, aſpir'd to be the head? F 
What if the head, the eye or car repin'd' © 
To ſerve mere engines to the ruling mind ? y = 
Juſt as abſurd for auy part to claim 
To be another, in this gen'ral frame : 

Juſt as abſurd, to mourn the talks or pains 
| The great directing Mix of all ordains. 

All are but parts of one ſtupend'ous whole, 
Whoſe body Nature is, and God the ſoul; 

That, chang'd thro? all, and yet in all the ſame ; 
Great in the earth, as in the ethereal frame; 
Warns in the ſun, refreſkes in the breeze, 
Glows in the ſtars, and bloſſoms in the trees ; 
Lives through all life, extends through all extent ; 
Spreads undivided, operates unſpent; 

Breathes in our ſoul, informs our mortal part, 
As full, as perfect, in a hair as heart; 

As full, as perfect, in vile man that mourns, 

As the rapt ſeraph that adores and burns: 

To him no high, no low, no great, no ſmall; 
He fills, he bounds, oonnects, and equals all. 

X. Ceaſe then, nor ORDER imperfection name: 
Our proper bleſs depends on what we blame. 
Know thy own point : This kind, this due degree 
Of blindneſs, weakneſs, Heav'n beſtows on thee. 
Submit.---In this, or any other ſphere, 

Secure to be as bleſs'd as thou canſt bear: 
Safe in the hand of one diſpoſing Pow'r, 
Or in the natal, or the mortal hour. 
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All Nature is but art, unknown to thee; 
All chance, direction, which thou canſt not ſee; 
All diſcord, harmony not underſtood ; 
All partial evil, univerſal good. 
And, ſpite of pride, in erring * s ſpite, 
One truth is clear, WHATEVER IS, 3S-RIGHT. 


1 PISTUE 
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Of the Nature and State of Man with reſpect to 
himſelf, as an Individual. 


I. T HE buſineſs of man not to pry into God, but to 
ſtudy himſelf. His middle nature: His powers and 
frailties, ver. x. to 19. The limits of his capacity, 
ver. 19, &c. II. The two principles of man, /elf- 
love and reaſon, both neceſſary, ver. 53, &c. Self- 
love the ſtronger, and why, ver. 67, &c. Their 
end the ſame, ver. 8r, &c, III. The PASSIONS, 
and their uſe, ver. 93. to 130. The predominant 
paſſion, and its force, ver. 1 32. to 160. Its neceſſity, 
in directing men to ditferent purpoſes, ver. 16g, 
&c. Its providential uſe, in fixing our principle, 
and aſcertaining our virtue, ver. 177, IV. Virtue 
and vice joined in our mixed nature ; The limits 
near, yet the things ſeparate and evident: What is 
the office of reaſan, ver. 203. to 216. V. How odi- 
ous vice in itſelf, and how we deceive ourſelves iuto 
it, ver. 21. VI. That, however, the ends of Pro- 
vidence and general good are anſwered in our paſſions 
and imperfections, ver. 238, & c. How uſefully 
theſe are diſtributed to all orders of men, ver. 241. 
How uſeful they are to ſociety, ver. 251. And to the 
individuals, ver. 263. In every fate, and every age 
ol life, ver, 273, && 
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TL K No W then thyfelf, preſume not God to ſcan, 
The proper ſtudy of mankind is man. 

Plac'd on this iſthmus of a middle ſtate, 

A being darkly wiſe, and rudely great: 

With too much knowledge for the ſceptic ſide, 
With too much weakneſs for the ſtoic's pride, 
He hangs between ;. in doubt to act or reſt; 
In doubt himſelf a god, or beaſt ; 
In doubt his mind or body to prefer; 
Born but to die, and reas'ning but to err; 
Alike in ignorance, his reaſon ſuch, 

Whether he thinks too little, or too much : 
Chaos of thought and paſſion, all confus d; 
Still by himſelf abus'd, or diſabus d; 

Created half to riſe, and half to fall; 

Great lord of all things, yet a prey to all; 
Sole judge of truth, in endleſs error hurl'd : 
The glory, jeſt, and riddle of the world 

Go, wond'rous creature'! mount where ſcience guides, 

Go, meaſure earth, weigh air, and ſtate the tides ; 
Inſtruct the planets in what orbs to run, 
Correct old Time, and regulate the Sun; 

Go, ſoar with Plato to th* empyreal ſphere, 
To the firſt good, firſt perfect, and firſt fair; 

Or tread the mazy round his follow'rs trod, 
And quitting ſenſe call imitating God ; 

As eaſtern prieſts in giddy circles run, 

And turn their heads to imitate the Sun, 

Go, teach Eternal Wiſdom how to rule 

Then drop into thyſelf, and be a fool! 

Superior beings, when of late they ſaw 

-A mortal man unfold all Nature's law, 
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Admir'd ſuch wiſdom in an earthly ſhape, 
And ſhew'd a NE wTON as we ſhew an ape. 
Could he, whoſe rules the rapid comet bind, 


Deſcribe or fix one movement of his mind? .. 


Who ſaw its fires here riſe, and there deſcend, 

Explain his own beginning, or his end ? 

Alzs what wonder! man's ſuperior part | 

Uncheck'd may riſe, and climb from art to art: 

But when his own great work is but begun, 

What reaſon weaves, by paſſion is undone. 
Trace ſcience then, with modeſty thy guide; 

Firſt ſtrip off all her equipage of pride; 

Deduct but what is vanity or dreſs, 

Or learning's luxury, or idleneſs; 

Or tricks to ſhew the ſtretch of human brain, 

Mere curious pleaſure, or ingenious pain ; 

Expunge the whole, or lop th' excreſcent poets 

Of all our vices have created arts; 

Then ſee how little the remaining ſum, 

Which ſerv'd the paſt, and muſt the times to come! 
11, Two principles in human nature reign ; 


Self. love, to urge, and reaſon, to reſtrain; 


Nor this a good, nor that a bad we call, 
Each works its end, to move or govern all; 
And to their proper operation ſtill, 
Aſcribe all good, to their improper, ill. 

Self- love, the ſpring of motion, acts the foul; 
Reaſon's comparing balance rules the whole. 
Man, but for that, no action could attend; 


And, but for this, were active to no end: 


Fix'd like a plant on his peculiar ſpot, 


To draw nutrition, propagate, and rot : 
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Or, meteor- like, flame lawleſs through the void, 
Deſtroying others, by himſelf deſtroy'd. 

Moſt ſtrength the moving principle requires; 
Active its taſk, it prompts, impells, inſpires : 
Sedate and quiet the comparing lies, | 
Form'd but to check, delib'rate, and adviſe. 

Self- love, ſtill ſtronger, as its object's nigh ; 
Reaſon's at diſtanee, and in proſpect lie: 

That ices immediate good by preſent ſenſe ; 
Reaſon, the future, and the conſequence. 
Thicker than arguments, temptations throng, 
At beſt more watchful this, but that more ſtrong. 
The action of the ſtronger to ſuſpend 

Reaſon ſtill uſe, to Reaſon ſtill attend. 
Attention, habit and experience gains; 

Each ſtrengtheus Reafon, and Self- love reſtrains. 
Let ſubtile ſchoolmen teach theſe friends to fight, 

More ſtudious to divide than to unite; 

And Grace and Virtue, Senſe and Reaſon uu, 
With all the raſh dexterity of wit. 

Wits, juſt like fools, at war about a name, 

Have full as oft no meaning, or the ſame. 
Self-love and Reaſon to one end afpire, 
Pain their averſion, pleaſure their defire ; 9 | 
But greedy that, its object would devour, 
This taſte the honey, and not wound the flow'r : ( 
Pleaſure, or wrong or rightly underſtood, 

Our greateſt evil, or our greateſt good. 

III. Modes of Self- love the Paſſions we og . ; 
*Tis real good, or ſeeming, moves them all: , 
But ſince not ey'ry good we can divide, 

And reaſon bids us for our own provide: 
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Paſſions, though alf, if their means be air 
Liſt under Rgaſon, and deſerve her care; 
Thdſc; that imparted, court a nobler aim, 
Exalt their kind, and take ſome virtue's name. 

In lazy apathy let Stoics boaſt 
Their virtue fix'd : *Tis fix'd as in a froſt; 
Contracted all, retiring to the breaſt ; 
But ſtrength of mind is exerciſe, not reſt ; 
The riſing tempeſt puts in act the ſoul; 
Parts it may ravage, but preſerves the whole. 
On life's vaſt ocean diverſely we ſail, 
Reaſon the card, but paſſion is the gale; 
Nor God alone in the ſtill calm we find; | 
He mounts the ſtorm, and walks upon the wind. 
| Paſſions, like elements, though born to fight, 
Yet, mix'd and ſoft'ned, in his work unite; 
Theſe *tis enough to temper and employ; 
But what compoſes man, can man deſtroy ! 
Suffice that Reaſon keep to Nature's road, 
Subject, compound them, follow her and God. 
Love, Hope, and Joy, fair Pleaſure's ſmiling train; 
Hate, Fear, and Grief, the family of Pain; 
Theſe mixt with art, and to due bounds confin'd, 
Make and maintain the balance of the mind : 
The lights and ſhades, whoſe well accorded ſtrife 
Gives all the ſtrength and colour of our life. 

Pleaſures are ever in our bands or eyes ; 
And when in at, they ceafe, in profpect riſe; | 
Preſent to graſp, and future ſtill to find, - 
The whole employ of body and of mind. 
All ſpread their charms, but charm not ail alike ; 
On diff” rent ſenſes diff rent objects ſtrike ; 
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Hence diff*rent paſſions more or leſs inflame, 
As ſtrong or weak the organs of the frame ; 


And hence one MASTER PAss zo in the breaſt, ' 


Like Aaron's ſerpent, ſwallows up the reſt. 

As man, perhaps, the moment of his breath, 
Receives the lurking principle of death; 
The young diſeaſe, that muſt ſubdue at length, 


Grows with his growth, and ſtrengthens with his 


ſtrength : 
o, caſt and mingled with his very frame, 
The mind's diſeaſe, its RUuLr1nG PAssS10N, came; 
Each vital humour which ſhould feed the whole, 
Soon flows to this, in body and in ſoul : 
Whatever warms the heart, or fills the head, 
As the mind opens, and its functions ſpread, 
Imagination plies her dang'rous art, 
And pours it all upon the peccant part. 
Nature its mother, habit is its nurſe ; 
Wit, ſpirit, faculties, but make it worſe ; 
Reaſon itſelf but gives it edge and pow'r; 
As Heav'n's bleſs'd beam makes vinegar more ſour, 
We, wretched ſubjects, though to lawful ſway, 
In this weak queen, ſome fav'rite ſtill obey : 
Ah! if ſhe lend not arms, as well as rules, 
What can ſhe more than tell us we are fools ? 
Teach us to mourn our nature, not to mend; 
A ſharp accuſer, but a helpleſs friend! 
Or from a judge turn pleader, to perſuade 
The cheice we make, or juſtify it made; 
Proud of an eaſy conqueſt all along, 


She but remores weak paſſions for the frong: 
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So, when ſmall humours gather to a gout, 
The doctor fancies he has driven them out. 

Yes, Nature's road muſt ever be preferr'd ; 
| Reaſon is here no guide, but ſtill a guard; 
Tis her's to rectify, not overthrow, 
And treat this paſſion more as friend than foe: 7 
A mightier pow'r the ſtrong direction ſends, 
And ſev'ral men impels to ſev'ral ends: 
Like varying winds, by other paſſions toſs'd, 
This drives them conſtant to a certain coaſt, 
Let pow'r or knowledge, gold or glory pleaſe, 
Or (oft more ſtrong than w_ the love of eaſe; 
Through Hfe tis follow'd, ev'n at life's expence; 
The merehant's toil, the ſage's indolence, 
The monk's humility, the hero's pride: 
All, all alike, find reaſon on their ſide; 

Th' Eternal Art, educing good from ill, 
Grafts on this paſſion our beſt principle : 
"Tis thus the mercury of man is fix'd, 
Strong grows the virtue with his nature mix'd ; 
The droſs cements what elſe were too refin'd ; 
And in one int'reſt body acts with mind. 

As fruits, ungrateful to the planter's care, 
On ſavage ſtocks inſerted, learn to bear; 
The ſureſt virtues thus from paſſions ſhoot, 
Wild Nature's vigour working at the root. 
What crops of wit and honeſty appear 
From ſpleen, from obſtinacy, hate, or fear! 
See anger. zeal and fortitude ſupply; 
Ev'n av "rice, prudence; ſloth, philoſophy ; 
Luſt, through ſome certain ſtrainers well refin'd, 
Is gentle love, and charms all wominkind ; 
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Envy, to which th' igngble mind's a ſlave, 
Is emulation in the learn d or brave; 
Nor virtue, male or female, can we name, 
But what will grow on pride, or grow on ſhame. 
Thus Nature gives us (let it check our pride) 
The virtue neareſt to our vice ally d; 
Reaſon the bias turns to good from ill: 
And Nero reigns a Titus, if he will. 
The fiery ſoul ahharr'd in Cataline, 
Ju Decius charms, in Curtius is divine: 
The ſame ambition can deftroy or fave, 
And makes a patriot as it makes a knaye. 
This light and darkneſs in our chaos join'd, 
What ſhall divide? The God within the mind. 
Extremes in Nature equal ends produce, 
In Man they join to ſome myſterious uſe ; 
Tho' each by turns the other's bounds invade, 
As, in ſome well-wrought picture, light and ſhade; 
And oft ſo mix, the diff rence is too nice 
Where ends the virtue or begins the vice. 
Fools! who from hence into the notion fall, 
That vice or virtue there is none at all. 
If white and black blend, ſoften, and unite 
A thouſand ways, is there no black or white ? 
Aſk your own heart, and nothing is ſo plain; 
*Tis to miſtake them, coſts the time and pain. 
Vice is a monſter of fo frightful mien, 
As, to be hated, needs but to be ſeen ; 
Yet ſeen too oft, familiar with her face, 
We firſt endyre, then pity, then embrace. 
But where th extreme of vice, was ne'er agreed: 


Aſk where's the Narth ? At York, tis on the Tweed; 
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In Scotland, at the Orcades; and there, 

At Greenland, Zembla, or the Lord knows where. 

No creature owns it in the firſt degree, 

But thinks his neighbour further gone than he; 

Ev'n thoſe who dwell beneath its very zone, 

Or never feel the rage, or never own ; 

What happier natures ſhrink at with affright, 

The hard inhabitant contends is right. 
Virtuous and vicious ev'ry man muſt be, 

Few in th* extreme, but all in the degree ; 

The rogue and fool by fits is fair and wiſe; 

And ev'n the beſt, by fits, what they deſpiſe. 

*Tis but by parts we follow good or ill; 

For, vice or virtue, Self directs it (till ; 

Each individual ſeeks a ſev'ral goal; 

But Heav'n's great view is one, and that the whole. 

That counter-works each folly and caprice; 

That diſappoints the effect of ev'ry vice; 

That happy frailties to all ranks apply'd ; 

Shame to the virgin, to the matron pride; 

Fear to the ſtateſman, raſhneſs to the chief; 

To kings preſumption, and to crowds belief: 

That virtue's ends from vanity can raiſe, 

Which ſceks no int'reſt, no reward but praiſe ; 

And build on wants, and on defects of mind, 

The joy, the peace, the glory of mank ind. 
Heav'n forming each on other to depend, 

A maſter, or a ſetvant, ar a friend, 

Bids each on other for aſſiſtance call; 

Till one man's weakneſs grows the ſtrength of all. 

Wants, frailties, paſſions, cloſer ſtill ally 

The common int'reſt, or endear the tie. 
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To theſe we owe true friendſhip, love ſincere, 
Each home-felt joy that life inherits here; 
| Fe—et from the ſame we learn, in its decline, 
BS Thoſe joys, thoſe loves, thoſe int'reſts to reſign; 
"Taught half by reaſon, half by mere decay, 
To welcome death, and calmly paſs away. 

Whatc'er the paſſion, knowledge, fame, or pelf, 
Not one will change his neighbour with himſelf. 
The learn'd is happy nature to explore, 

'The fool is happy that he knows no more; 

The rich is happy in the plenty givin; - 
'The poor contents him with the care of heav'n. 
See the blind beggar dance, the cripple ſing, 
The ſot a hero, lunatic a king; 

The ſtarving chemiſt in his golden views 
Supremely bleſt, the poet in his Muſe. 

See ſome ſtrange comfort ev'ry ſtate attend; 
And pride beftow'd on all, a common friend : 
See ſome fit paſſion ev'ry age ſupply; 

Hope travels thro', nor quits us when we die. 

Behold the child, by nature's kindly law, 
Pleas'd with a rattle, tickled with a ſtraw : 

Some livelier play-thing gives his youth delight, 

A little touder, but as empty quite: 

Scarfs, garters, gold, amuſe his riper ſtage ; 

And beads and pray'r-books are the toys of age: 
Pleas'd with this bauble ſtill, as that before ; 

Till tir'd he fleeps ; and life's poor play is o'er, 
Mean while opinion gilds with yarying rays 
Thoſe painted clouds that beautify our days ; 

Each want of happineſs by hope ſupply d, 

And each vacuity of ſenſe by pride: | 
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Theſe build as faſt as knowledge can deſtroy ; 

In folly's cup ſtill laughs the bubble, joy : 

One proſpect loſt, another ſtill we gain; 

And not a vanity is giv'n in vain : 

Ev'n mean ſelf- love becomes, by force divine, 
The ſcale to meaſure others wants by thine, 

Sec! and confeſs, one comfort ſtill muſt riſe; 
'Tis this, Tho' Man's a fool, yet Gop is wiss. 
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Of the Nature and State of Man with reſpect 
to Soclety. _ 


J. The whole univerſe one ſyſtem of ſociety, ver. 75 


&c. Nothing made wholly for itſelf, nor yet whol- 
ly for another, ver. 259. The happineſs of animals 
mutual, ver. 49. II. Reaſon or inſtinct operate alike to 
the good of each individual, ver. 79. Reaſon or inſtinct 
operate alſo to ſociety in all animals, ver. 109. III. 
How far Socicty carried by inſtinct, ver. 115. How 
much farther by reaſon, ver. 128. IV. Of that which 
is called the ſtate of nature, ver. 144. Reaſon in- 
ſtructed by inſtint in the invention of arts, ver. 


166. and in the forms of ſociety, ver. 176. V. Origin 


of political ſocieties, ver. 196, Origin of Monarchy, 
ver. 207. Patriarchal government, ver. 212. VI. 
Origin of true religion and government, from the 
ſame principle, of love, ver. 231, &c. Origin of 
ſuperſtition and tyranny, from the ſame principle, 
of fear, ver. 237, &c. The influence of ſelf-love o- 
perating to the ſocial and public good, ver. 266. 
| Reſtoration of true religion and government on their 
firſt principle, ver. 285, Mixt government, ver. 258. 
Various forms of each, and the true engyof all, ver. 
300, &c. | 
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1. ERE then we reſt: *©* The Univerſal Cauſe 
Hs « Acts to one end, but acts by various laws.“ 

In all the madneſs of ſuperfluous health, 

The trim of pride, the impudence of wealth, 

Let this great truth be preſent night and day: 

But moſt be preſent, if we preach or pray. 
Look round our world ; behold the chain of ho 

Combining all below and all above. 

See plaſtic Nature working to this end; 

The ſingle atoms each to other tend, 

Attract, attracted to, the next in place 

Form'd and impell'd its neighbour to embrace. 

See Matter next, with various life endu'd, 

Prefs to one center ſtill, the gen'ral good. 

See dying vegetables life ſuſtain, 

See lite diflolving vegetate again: 

All forms that periſh other forms ſupply, 

(By turns we catch the vital breath, and die:) 

Like bubbles on the ſea of matter born, 

They riſe, they break, and to that ſea return. 

Nothing is foreign ; parts relate to whole ; 

One all-extendiog, all-preſerving Soul 

Connects each being, greateſt with the leaſt : 

Made beaſt in aid of man, and man of beaſt ; 

All ferv'd, all ferving ; nothing ſtands alone; 

| The chain holds on, and where it ends cadaowin, 
Has God, thou fool, work'd ſolely for thy good, 

Thy joy, thy paſtime, thy attire, thy food? 

Who for thy table feeds the wanton fawn, 

For him as kindly ſpreads the flowry lawn: 

Is it for thee the lark aſcends and ſings ? 


Joy tunes his yolce, joy elevates his wings. 
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Is it for thee the linnet pours his throat? 

Loves of his own and raptures ſwell the note. 

The bounding ſteed you pompouſly beſtride, 

Shares with his lord the pleaſure and the pride. 

Is thine alone the ſeed that ſtrews the plain? 

The birds of heav'n ſhall vindicate their grain. 

Thine the full harveſt of the golden year ? 

Part pays, and juſtly, the deſerving ſteer : 

The hog, that plows not, nor obeys thy call, 

Lives on the labours of this lord of all. | 

Know, Nature's children ſhall divide her care; 

The fur that warms a monarch, warm'd a bear. 

While man exclaims, See all things for my uſe ! 

44 See man for mine!“ replies a pamper'd gooſe ; 

And juſt as ſhort of reaſon he muſt fall, 

Who thinks all made for one, not one for all. 
Grant that the pow'rful ſtill the weak controul; 

Be man the wit and tyrant of the whole: 

Nature that tyrant checks; he only knows, 

And helps, another creature's wants and woes. 

Say, will the falcon, ſtooping from above, 

Smit with her varying plumage, ſpare the dove ? 

Admires the jay the inſect's gilded wings? 

Or hears the hawk when Philomela ſings? 

Man cares for all: To birds he gives his woods, 

To beaſts his paſtures, and to fiſh his floods ; 

For ſome his int'reſt prompts him to provide, 

For more his pleaſure, yet for more his pride : 

All feed on one vain patron, and enjoy 

Th' extenſive bleſſing of his luxury. 

That very life his learned hunger craves, 

He ſaves from famine, from the ſavage ſaves; 


ESSAY ON MAN. 65. 


Nay, feaſts the animal be dooms his feaſt, 
And, till he ends the being, makes it bleſt : 
Which ſees no more the ſtroke, or feels the pain, 
Than favour'd man, by touch etherial ſlain. 

The creature had his feaſt of life before ; 
Thou too muſt periſh, when thy feaſt is o'er ! 

To each unthinking being, Heay'n a friend, 
Gives not the uſeleſs knowledge of its end: 

To man imparts it; but with ſuch a view 
As, while he dreads it, makes him hope it too; 
The hour conceal'd, and ſo remote the fear, 
Death ſtill draws nearer, never ſeeming near. 
Great ſtanding miracle! that Heav'n aſſign'd 
Its only thinking thing this turn of mind. 

II. Whether with reaſon, or with inſtinct bleſt, 
| Know, all enjoy that pow'r which ſuits them belt ; 
To bliſs alike by that direction tend, 

And find the means proportion'd to their end. 
Say, where full iaſtin& is th' unerring guide, 

What Pope or council can they need beſide ? 
Reaſon, however able, cool at beſt, 

Cares not for ſervice, or but ſerves when preſt; 
Stays 'till we call, and then not often near; 

But honeſt inſtin& comes a volunteer, 

Sure never to o'er-ſhoot, but juſt to hit! 

While ſtill too wide or ſhort is human wit ; 
Sure by quick Nature happineſs to gain, 
Which heavier reaſon labours at in vain. 

This too ſerves always, reaſon never long ; 
One muſt go right, the other may go wrong. 
See then the acting and comparing pow'rs 
One in their nature, which are two in ours! 
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And reaſon raiſe o'er inſtinct as you can, 


In this 'tis God directs, in that 'tis Man. 


Who taught the nations of the field and wood: 
To ſhun their poiſon, and to chuſe their food? 
Preſcient, the tides or tempeſts to withſtand, 
Build on the wave, or arch beneath the fand ? 
Who made the ſpider parallels deſign, 

Sure as De Moivre, without rule or line? 

Who bid the ſtork, Columbus-like, explore 
Heav'ns not his own, and worlds unknown before? 
Who calls the council, ſtates the certain day, 


Who forms the phalanx, and who points the way 4 


III. God, in the nature of cach being, founds 
Its proper bliſs, and ſets its proper bounds : 
But as he fram'd a whole, the whole to bleſs, 
On mutual wants built mutual happineſs ; 
So from the firſt, eternal Ox DE R ran, 
And creature link'd to creature, man to man. 
Whate'er of life all- quick'ning acther keeps, 
Or breathes thro? air, or ſhoots beneath the deeps, 
Or pours profuſe on earth, one nature feeds 
The vital flame, and ſwells the genial ſceds. 
Not man alone, but all that roam the wood, 
Or wing the ſky, or roll along the flood, 
Each loves itſolf, but not itſelf alone, 
Each ſex deſires alike, *till two are oue, 
Nor ends the pleaſure with the fierce embrace: 
They love themſelves, a third time, in their race. 
Thus beaſt and bird their common charge attend; 
The mothers nurſe it, and the ſires defend: 
The young diſmiſs'd to wander earth or air; 
There ſtops the inſtinct, and there ends the care; 
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he link diſſolves, each ſeeks a freſh embrace, 

Another love ſucceeds, another race, 

A longer care Man's helpleſs kind demands ; 

That longer eare contracts more lafting bands: 

Reflection, reaſon, ſtill the ties improve, 

At once extend the int'reſt, and the love: 

With choice we fix, with ſympathy we burn; 

Each virtue in each paſkon takes its turn; 

And ſtill new. needs, new helps, new habits riſe, 

That graft benevolcnee on charities. 

Still as one brood, and as another roſe, 

Theſe nat'ral love maintain'd, habitual thoſe : 

The laſt, ſcarce ripen d into perfect man, 

Saw helpleſs him from whom their life began: 

Mem'ry and fore-caſt juſt returns engage, 

That pointed back to youth, this on to age ; 

While pleafure, gratitude, and hope, combin'd, 

Still ſpread the int'reſt, and preſery'd the kind. 
IV. Nor think, in Nature's State they blindly trod; 

The ſtate of Nature was the reign of God : 

Self-love and ſocial at her birth began, 

Union the bond of all things, and of man. 

Pride then was not ; nor arts, that pride to aid ; 

Man walk'd with beaſt, joint tenant of the ſhade 

The ſame his table, and the ſame his bed ; 

No murder cloath'd him, and no murder fed. 

In the ſame temple, the reſounding wood, 

All vocal beings hymn'd their equal God: 

The ſhrme with gore unſtain'd, with gold undreſt. 

Unbrib'd, undloody, ſtood the blameleſs prieſt : 

Heav'n's Attribute was Univerſal Care, 


And man's prerogative, to rule, but ſpare. 
Vol, III. C 
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Ah! how unlike the man of times to come 

Of half that live the butcher and the tomb ; 
Who, foe to Nature, hears the gen'ral groan, 
Murders their ſpecies, and betrays his own. 

But juſt diſeaſe to luxury ſucceeds, ys 

And ev'ry death its own avenger breeds; 

The Fury- paſſions from that blood began, 
And turn'd on man, a fiereer ſavage, man. 

See him from Nature riſing flow to Art! 

To copy inſtinct then was reaſon's part: 

Thus then to man the voice of Nature ſpake j— 
© Go, from the creatures thy inſtructions take: 

© Learn from the birds what food the thickets yield; 
© Learn from the beaſts the phyſic of the field; 
Thy arts of building from the bee receive; 

© Learn of the mole to plow, the worm to weave; 
Learn of the little Nautilus to ſail, 

Spread the thin oar, and catch the driving gale. 
Here too all forms of ſocial union find, 

© And hence let reaſon, late, inſtru mankind ; 
Here ſubterranean works and cities ſee ; 

© There towns aerial on the waving tree. 

© Learn each ſmall people's genius, policies, 

© The ant's republic, and the realm of bees; 

© How thoſe in common all their wealth beſtow, 
© And anarchy without confuſion know; 

© And theſe for ever, tho' a monarch reign, 
Their ſepꝰrate cells and properties maintain. 

© Mark what unvary'd laws preſerve each ſtate, 

© Laws wiſe as Nature, and as fix'd as Fate. 

© In vain thy reaſon finer webs ſhall draw, 

© Entangle Juſtice in her net of law, 
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© And right too rigid, barden into wrong ; 1 75 
Still for the ſtrong too weak, the weak too ne 
© Yet, go! and thus oer all the creatures ſway, 


Thus let the wiſer make the reſt obey ; th 
And for thoſe arts mere iuſtinct could afford, | 
© Be crown'd as monarchs, or as gods ador d. 


V. Great Nature {poke : Obſervant Man obey'd; 
Cities were built, Socicties were made : 
Here roſe one little ſtate ; another near 
Grew by like means, and join'd, thro' love or fear. 
Did here the trees with ruddier burdens bend, 
And there the ſtreams in purer rills deſcend; 
What war could raviſh, commerce could beſtow; 
And he return'd a friend who came a foe : 
Converſe and love mankind might ſtrongly draw, 
When love was liberty, and nature law. 
Thus ſtates were form'd; the name of King unknowns 
*Till common int'reft plac'd the ſway in one. 
'Twas VIRTUE only (or in arts or arms, 
Diffuſing bleſſings, or averting harms) 
The ſame which in a ſire the ſons obey d, 
A prince the father of a people made. 

VI. Till then, by Nature crown'd, each patriarch 

ſate, | 

King, prieſt, and parent, of bis growing ſtate; 
On him, their ſecond Providence, they hung, 
Their law his eye, their oracle his tongue. 
He from the wond' ring furrow call'd the food, 
Taught to command the fire, controul the flood, 
8 forth the monſters of th abyſs profound, 

9, fetch th* acrial cagle to the ground. 
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"Till drooping, fick'ning, yin g they began, 
Whom they rever'd as God, to mourn as Man : 
Then, looking up from fire to fire, explor d 
One great firſt father, and that firſt ador'd. 

Or plain tradition that this All begun, 
Convey'd unbroken faith from fire to ſon; 

The worker from the work diſtinct was known, 
And ſimple Reaſon never fought but one : 

Ere Wit oblique had broke that ſteddy light, 
Man, like his Maker, ſaw that all was right; 
To virtue, in the paths of pleaſure trod, 

And own'd a Tather when he own'd a God. 
Love all the faith, and all th' allegiance then; 
For Nature knew no right divine in men, | 
No ill could fear in God ; and underftood 

A ſov'reign being, but a ſov'reign good. 

True faith, true policy, united ran; 

That was but love of God, and this of Man. 

Who firſt taught ſouls enſlav'd, and realms undone, 
Th' enormous faith of many made for one; | 
That proud exception to all Nature's laws, 

T' invert the world, and counter-work its Cauſe ? 

Force firſt made conqueſt, and that conqueſt law; 

Till Superſtition taught the tyrant awe; 

Then ſhar'd the tyranny, then lent it aid, 

And gods of conqu'rors, ſlaves of ſubjects made: 

She, midſt the light'ning's blaze, and thunder's ſound, 

When rock d the mountains, and when groan'd the 
ground, 

She taught the weak to bend, the proud to pray, 

To pow'r unſeen, and — far than they. 
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She, from the rending earth, aud burſting fies, 
aw gods deſcend, and frends infernal riſe ; 
Here fix'd the dreadful, there the bleſt abodes 2: 
Fear made her devils, and weak Hope ber gods; 
Gods partial, changeful, paſhonatc, unjuſt, 
Whole attributes were rage, revenge, or luit; 
Such as the ſouls of cowards might conceive, 
And, form'd like tyrants, tyrants would believe. 
Zeal then, not charity, became the guide 
And hell was bvilt on ſpite, and heav'u on pride. 
Then ſacred ſeem'd th' ethereal vault no more; 
Altars grew marble then, aud .reck'd with gore: 
Then firſt the Flamen taſted living food; 
Next his grim idol ſmear'd with human blood: 
With heav'u's own thunders ſhook the world below; 
And play'd the god an engine on his foe. | 
So drives ſelf-love, thro? zuſt and thro' unjuſt, 
To one man's pow'r, ambition, lucre, luſt : 
The ſame ſelf-love, in all, becomes the cauſe 
Of what reſtrains him, government and laws. 
For, what one likes, if others like as well, 
What ſerves one will, when many wills rebel ? 
How ſhall he keep, what, flceping or * | 
A weaker may ſurpriſe, a ſtronger take ? 
His ſafety mult his liberty reſtrain : 
All join to guard, what each deſires to gain. 
Forc'd into virtue thus, by ſelf-defence, 
Ev'n kings learn'd juſtice and benevolence : 4 
Self- love forſook the path it firſt purſu'd, " 
And found the private in the public good. 1 
Twas then the ſtudious head or gen rous mind, f 
F ollow't r of God, or friend of human kind, | 
| C3 
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Poet or patriot, roſe but to reſtore 
The faith and moral, nature gave before; 
Re-lum'd her ancient light, not kindled new; 

If not droge, yet his ſhadow drew : 

Taught pow'r's due uſe to people and to kings, 

Taught nor to flack, nor ſtrain its tender ſtrings; 

The leſs, or greater, ſet ſo juſtly true, 

That touching one muſt ſtrike the other too; 

Till jarring int'reſts, of themſelves ereate 

Th' according muſic of a well- mix d ſtate. 

Such is the world's great harmony, that ſprings 

From order, union, full conſent of things: 

Where ſmall and great, where weak and mighty, 
made 

To ſerve, not ſuffer, ſtrengthen, not invade; | 

More pow'rful each as needful to the reft, 

And, in proportion as it bleſſes, bleſt ; 

Draw to one point, and to one centre bring 

Beaſt, Man, or Angel, Servant, Lord, or King. 

For forms of government, let fools conteſt ; 
Whate'er is beſt adminiſter'd is beſt: © 
For modes of faith, let graceleſs zealots fight; 
is can't be wrong whoſe life is in the right: 

In faith and hope, the world will difagree, , 

But all mankind's concern is charity : 
All muſt be falſe that thwart this one great 184 ; 
And all of God, that bleſs mankind, or mend. 

Man, like the gen Tous vine, fapported lives; 
The ſtrength he gains is from th" embrace he „ey 
On their own axis as the planets run, 

Yet make at once their circle round the Sun; 
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So two conſiſtent motions act the ſaul; 
And one regards itſelf, and one the whole. 

Thus God and Nature link'd the gen'ral frame, 
And bade Self - love and gocial be the ame, 
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SSL TTY IV 
ARGUME N x. 


Of the Nature and State of Man with reſpect 
Happineſs. 


1. FALSE notions of happineſs, philoſophical and 

popular, anſwered, from ver. 19 to 77. II. It is the 

end of all men, and attainable by all, ver. 30. God 

intends happineſs to be egzal ; and, to be ſo, it mult 

be focal ; ſince all particular happineſs depends on 

general, and ſince he governs by general, not particu- 

Jar laws, ver. 37. As it is neceſſary for order, and 

the peace and welfare of ſociety, that external goods 

ſhould be unegual, happineſs is not made to conſiſt in 

Theſe, ver. 51. But, notwithſtanding that inequality, 

the balance of happineſs among mankind is kept 

even by Providence, by the two paſſions of Hope and 

Fear, ver. 70. III. What the happineſs of indivi- 

duals is, as far as-is conſiſtent with the conſtitution 

of this world; and that the good man has here the 

advantage, ver. 77. The error of imputing to virtue 

what are only the calamities of nature, or of fortune. 

| ver. 94. IV. The folly of expecting that God ſhould 
| alter his general laws in favour of particulars, ver. 
| 221. V. That we are not judges who are good, but 
| that, whoever they are, they muſt be happieſt, ver. 
133, &c, VI. That external goods are not the proper 

rewards, but often inconſiſtent with, or deſtruQtive 

of virtue, yer, 167, That even theſe can make no 
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men happy without virtue: Inſtanced in riches, 
ver. 1858. Honours, ver. 193. Nability, , ver. 2 05. 
Greatneſs, ver. 217. Fame, ver. 237. Superior ta- 
lents, ver. 259, &c. With pictures of human infe- 
licity in men poſſeſſed of them all, ver. 269, &c. 

VII. That virtue only conſtitutes a happineſs, whoſe 
object is univerſe 1, and whale proſpect eternal, ver. 
399, &c. That the perfection of virtue and happineſs 
conſiſts in a conformity to the ORDER of Prova- 
DENCE here, and a reſignation to it here and hexe- 
aſter, ver. 326, &c. 
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H HArpiness! our being's end and aim! 
Good, Pleaſure, Eaſe, Content ! whate er thx 

SKEET hame: wow 

That ſomething ſtill which prompts th eternal ſigh, 

For which we bear to live, or dare to die; 

"Which till near us, yet beyond us lies, 

O'erlook' d, ſeen double, by the fool, and wiſe. 

Plant of celeſtial ſed! if dropt below, 3 

Say, in what mortal ſoil thou deign'ſt to grow ? 

Fair op'ning to ſome court's propitious ſhine, 

Or deep with di'monds in the flaming mine? 

Twin'd with the wreaths Parnaſfian laurels yield, 

Or reap'd in iron harveſts of the field ? | 

Where grows? Where grows it not? If vain our toil, 

We ought to blame the culture, not the ſoil :. 

Fix'd to no ſpot is happineſs ſincere, 

*Tis no where to be found, or ev'ry where: 

Tis never to be bought, but always free; 


And, fled from monarchs, ST Jo x N! dwells with thee, 


Aſk of the learn'd the way? the learn'd are blind; 
This bids to ſerve, and that to ſhun mankind : 
Some place the bleſs in action, ſome in caſe ; 
Thoſe call it Pleaſure, and Contentment theſe : 
Some, ſunk to beaſts, find pleaſure end in pain ; 
Some, ſwell'd to gods, confefs ev'n virtue vain ; 
Or, indolent, to cach extreme they fall, 

To truſt in ev'ry thing, or doubt of all, 

Who thus define it, ſay they more or leſs 
Than this, That happineſs is happineſs ? 

Take Nature's path, and mad Opinion's leave; 
All ſtates can reach it, and all heads Conceive ; - 


/ A Ol Sn, eo  RGT, 


Obvious her goods, in no extreme they dwell ; 

There needs but thinking right, and meaning well; 

And mourn our various paſſions as we pleaſe, 

Equal is common fenſe, and common eaſe,” 
Remember, man, The Univerſal Cauſe 

Acts not by partial, but by gen ral laws; 

And makes what happineſs we juſtly call 

Subſiſt not in the good of one, but all. 

There's not a blefling individuals ind. 

But ſome way leans and hearkens to the kind: 

No bandit fierce, no tyrant mad with pride, 

No cavern'd hermit, reſts felf-fatisfy'd : 

Who moſt to ſhun or hate mankind pretend, 

Seek an admirer, or would fix a friend: 

Abſtract what others feel, what others think, 

All pleaſures Gcken, and all glories ſink : 

Each has his ſhare; and who would more obtain, 

Shall find, the pleaſure pays not half the pain. 
ORDER is Heay*n's firſt law; and this confeſs d, 

Some are, and muſt be, greater than the reſt, ey 

More rich, more wiſe ; but who infers from hence 

That ſuch are happier, ſhocks all common ſenfe. 

Heav'n to mankind impartial we confeſs, 

If all are equal in their happineſs : 2 

But mutual wants this happineſs increaſe ; 

All Nature's diff* rence keeps all Nature's peace. 

Condition, circurtſtance is not the thing; 

Bleſs is the ſame in ſubject, or in king, 

In who obtain defence, or who defend, 

In him who is, or him who finds a friend : 

Heay'n breathes thro' ev'ry member of the whole 

One common bleſſing, as one common ſoul, 


4 
1 


be 

* 
7 
Pp 
i 
4 
4 
3 
N 


3 3 * o 4 
* 2 . t " Ln 44 5 
— neeed pad Thr] 1 — — — 3 . . « \ 
_—_ — — Ln 


JP RS ET 


On i= opts OR An ond rr 
- w—_ 


44 ESSAY ON MAN. 63. 


But Fortune's gifts if each alike pollſeſs'd, 
And each were equal, muſt not all conteſt ? 
If then to all men happineſs was meant, 
God in externals could not place content. 
Fortune ther gifts may variouſly diſpoſe, 
And theſe be happy call'd, unhappy thoſe ; 
But Heav'n's guſt! balance qual will appear, 
While thoſe are plac'd in hope, and theſe in ſear * 
Not preſeqt good or dll, the joy or curſe, 
But future views of better or of. worſe. _- 
Oh ſons of-carth! attempt ye ſtill to riſe, 
By mountains pi.'d on mountains, tc the ſkies ? 
Heav'n ſtill with laughter the vain toil ſurveys, 
And buries madmen in the heaps they raiſe. 
Know, all the good that individuals fnd, 
Or God and Nature meant to mere mankind, 
Reaſon's whole pleaſure, all che joys-of ſenſe, 
Lie in three words, Health, Peace, and Competence. 
But health conſiſts with temperance, alone; 
And peace, oh Virtue! peace is all thy own. 
The good or bad the gifts of Fortune gain: 
But theſe. leſs taſte them, as they worſe obtain. 
.Say, in purſuit of profit or delight, | 
Who riſks the moſt, that take wrong means, or right? 
Of vice or virtue, whether bled or curs'd, 
Which meets contempt, or which compaſſion firſt ? 
Count all th' advantage proſp'rous Vice attains, 
Tiis but what Virtue flies from and diſdains: 
And grant the bad what happineſs they wou'd, 
One they muſt want, which is, to paſs for good. 
Oh blind to truth, and God's whole ſcheme below, 
Who fancy bleſs to vice, to virtue woc! 
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Who ſees and follows that great ſcheme the beſt, 
Beſt knows the bleſſing, and will moſt be bleſt. 
But fools, the good alone, unhappy call, 
For ills or accidents that chance to all. 
See Falkland dies, the virtuous and the juſt ! 
Sce god-like Turenne proſtrate on the duſt ! 
See Sidney bleeds amid the martial ſtrife! 
Was this thcir virtue, or contempt of life ? 
Say, was it virtue, more tho” Heav'n ne'er gave, 
Lamented Digby ! funk thee to the grave ? 
Tell me, if virtue made the fon expire, 
Why, full of days and honour, lives the fire? 
Why drew Marſeilles” good biſhop: purer breath, 
When Nature ſicken'd, and each gale was death? 
Or why ſe long (in life if long can be) 
Lent Heav'n a parent to the poor and me ? 

What makes all phyſical and moral ill ? 
There deviates Nature, and here wanders Will. 
God ſends not ill if rightly underſtood, 
Or partial ill is univerſal good, 
Or change admits, or Nature lets it fal}, 
Short, and but rare, till man improv'd it all. 
We juſt as wiſely might of Heav'n complain 
That righteous Abel was deſtroy'd by Cain, 
As that the virtuous ſon is ill at eaſe 
When his lewd father gave the dire diſeaſe. 
Think we, like ſome weak prince, th* Eternal Cauſe 
Prone for his fav'rites to reverſe his laws ? 

Shall burning tna, if a ſage requires, 
Forget to thunder, and recall her fires ? 
On air or ſea new motions be impreſt, 

Oh blameleſs Bethel! to relieve thy breaſt ? 
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When the looſe mountain trembles from on high, 
Shall gravitation ceaſe, if you go by? 
Or ſome old temple, nodding to its fall, 
For Chartres' head reſerve the hanging wall? 
But till this world (fo fitted for the knave) 
Contents us not. A better ſhall, we have? 
A kingdom of the juſt then let it be: 
But firſt conſider how thoſe juſt agree. 
The good mult merit God's peculiar care ; 
But who, but God, can tell us who they are? 
One thinks on Calvin Heav'n's own ſpirit fell; 
Another deems him inſtrument of hell; 
If Calvin feel Heav'n's blefling, or its rod, 
This cries there is, and that, there is no God. 
What ſhocks one part will edify the reſt, 
Nor with one ſyſtem can they all be bleſt. 
The very beſt will varioully incline, 
And what rewards your virtue, panith mine. 
WHATEVER IS, 18 RIGHT.--This world, *tis true, 
Was made for Cacfar---but for Titus too; 
And which more bleſt ? who chain'd his country, ſay, 
Or he whoſe virtue ſigh'd to loſe a day ? 
„ But ſometimes Virtue ſtarves, while Vice is fed. 
What then? Is the reward of virtue bread ? 
That, vice may merit, tis the price of toil ; 
The knave deſerves it, when he tills the ſoil ; 
The knave deſerves it, when he tempts the main, 
Where Folly fights for Kings, or dives for gain. 
The good man may be weak, be indolent ; 
Nor is his claim to plenty, but content. 
But grant him riches, your demand is o'er 45 
«« No- ſhall the good want * the good want 
© pow r * 
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Add health and pow'r, and ey'ry earthly thing: 


T Why bounded pow'r ? why private? why no king _ 


Nay, why external for internal giv'n ? HF 

Why is not man a God, and earth a Heav'n ? 4 

Who aſk and reaſon thus, will ſcarce conceive 

God gives enough, while he has more to give: 

Immenſe the pow'r, immenſe were the demand; 

'Say at what part of nature will they ſtand ? 
What nothing earthly gives, or can deſtroy, 

The ſoul's calm fun-ſhine, and the heart- felt joy, 

Is Virtue's prize: A better would you fix? 

Then give Humility a coach and tx; 

Juſtice a conqu'ror's ſword, or Truth a gown, 

Or Public- ſpirit its great eure, a crown, 

Weak, foolith man ! will Heav'n reward us there 

With the ſame traſh mad mortals wilh for here ? 

The boy and man an individual makes, 

Yet ſigh'ſt thou now for apples and for cakes ? 

Go, like the Indian, in an other Hfe 

Expect thy dog, thy bottle, and thy wife: 

As well as dream ſuch trifles are aſlign'd, 

As toys and empires, for a god-like mind. 

Rewards, that either would to Virtue bring 

No joy, or be deſtructive of the thing: 

How oft by theſe at ſixty are undone 

The virtues of a ſaint at twenty - one 

To whom can riches give repute, or truſt, 

Content, or pleaſure, but the good or juſt? 

Judges and ſenates have been bought for gold; 

Eſteem and love were never to be ſold. 

Oh fool ! to think God hates the worthy mind, 

The lover and the love of human kind, 
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Whoſe life is healthful, and whoſe conſcience clear, 
Becauſe he wants a thouſand pounds a-ycar. 
Honour and ſhame from no condition riſe ; 
Act well your part, there all the honour lies. 
Fortune in men has fome fmaHl diff rence made, 
One flaunts in rags, one flutters in brocade ; 
The cobler apron'd, and the parfon gown?d, 
The friar hooded, and the monarch erown'd', | 
What differ more (you-cry) than erown and cowl!” 
Fl tell you, friend ! a wiſe man and a fool. 
You'll find, if once the monareh acts the monk, 
Or, cobler-like, the parſon will be drunk, 
Worth makes the man, and want of it the fellow ; 
The reſt is all but leather or prunella. 
Stuck o'er with titles and hung round with ſtrings, 
That thou may'ſt be by kings, or whores of kings. 
Boaſt the pure blood of an illuſtrious race, 
In quiet flow from Lucrece to Lucrece: 
But by your father's worth if your's yon rate, 
Count me thoſe only who were good and great. 
Go! if your antient, but ignoble blood 
Has crept thxo' ſeoundrels ever ſince the flood; 
Go! and pretend your family is young ; 
Nor own, your fathers have been: fools ſo long, 
What can ennoble ſots, or ſlaves, or cowards? 
Alas ! not all the blood of all the Howards. 
Look next on Greatneſs ; ſay where greatneſs lies? 
% Where, but among the heroes and the wiſe?” 
Heroes are much the ſame, the point's agreed, 
From Macedonia's madman to the Swede ; 
The whole ſtrange purpoſe of their lives, to find: 


Or make, an enemy of all mankind! 
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Not one looks backward; onward ſſtill he dre, | 
Yet ne'er looks forward — tis noſe. 


No leſs alike the politic and wiſe 8 | 
All fly flow things, with — 

Men in their looſe unguarded hours they take, | 

Not that themſelves are wiſe; but others weak. 

But grant that thoſe can-oonguer; cheſe enn Wr; 7 

'Tis phraſe abſurd to call à villain greiʒt: 

Who wickediy is wifr, or madly brave, 

Is but the more a fobl, the move'a knive. 

Who noble ends by gable' means obtuins, 

Or failing, ſmiles in exile or in chains, ! 

Like good Aurelins let him veigu, or det 1 

Like Socrates; that man is great indeed. W 
Wbat's Fame? 2 fancy'd life h others breath; 

A thing beyond us, ev'n before dar demh 

Juſt what you hear, you have, and what 'punknown- 

The ſame (my Lord) af Tully's:or-your own, - 1 

All that we. feel of it begins andends o 

In the ſmall cirele ↄf our ſoes or friends: 

To all beſide as much an empty ſhade. 

An Eugene living, as a Cacſar dead; 

Alike or when, or where, they ſhone or-ſhine, 

Or on the Rubicon, or on the Rhine. 

A wit's a feather, and a chief arodg 

An honeſt man's the nobleſt work of God. 

Fame but from death a villain' s name can ſave, - 

As juſtice tears his body. from the grave; 

When what t' oblivion better were refign'd, 

Is hung on high to poiſon alt mankind. 

All fame 1s foreign, but of true deſert; 

Plays round the head, bu: comes not to the heart; 

Vo. III. D 
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one ſelf-approving hour whole years — It 
Ot ſtupid ſtarers, and of loud huzzas; (+2 
And more true joy Marcellus exil'd feels, 
Than Caeſar with a ſenate at his heels. 
In parts ſuperior what advantage lies? 

Tell (for you can) what is ãt to be wiſe? 
*Tis but to know how little can be known; 

To ſee all others faults, and feel our own : 
\Condemn'd in bus neis or in arts to drudge, 
Without a ſecond, or without a judge: | 
Truths would you teach, or ſave a ſinking land ? 
All fear, none aid you, and few underſtand. © 
Painful pre-eminence ! yourſelf to view 
Above life's weakneſs, and its comforts too. 

Bring then theſe bleſſings to a ſtrict account ; 

Make fair deductions; ſee to what they mount: 
Haw much of other each is ſure to coſt, 

How each for other oft is wholly loſt; 
How :inconfiſtent greater goods with theſe ; 

How ſometimes life is riſqu'd, and always caſe 2 
Think, and if ſtill the things thy envy call, 

Say, would'ſt thon be the man to whom they fall? 
To ſigh for ribbands, if thou art ſo filly, 
Mark how they grace Lord Umbra, or Sir Billy. 
Is ycllow dirt the paſſion of thy life? 
Look but on Gripus, or on Gripus' wife. 

If parts allure thee, think how Bacon ſhin'd, 

The wiſeſt, brighteſt, meaneſt of mankind : 

Or raviſh'd with the whiſtling of a name, 

See Cromwell damn'd to everlaſting fame! 

If all, united, thy ambition call, 

From ancient ſtory learn to ſcorn them all. 
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See the falſe ſcale of happineſs complete ! 
| In hearts of Kings, or arms of Queens who lay. 
How happy thoſe to ruin, theſe betrag. 
Mark by what wretched ſteps their glory grows, | 
From dirt and ſea-weed as proud Venice roſe; 
In each how guilt and greatneſs equal ran, 
And all that rais'd the hero, ſunk the man: 
Now Europe's laurels on their brows behold, 
But ſtain'd with blood, or ill exchang'd for sold; 
Then ſee them broke with toils, or ſunk in caſe; ' 
Or infamous for plunder'd provinces. + 
Oh wealth iil-fated ! which no act of fame 
Eier taught to ſhine, or fanctify'd from ſhame! 
What greater bliſs attends their cloſe of life? 
Some greedy minion, or imperious wite, 
The trophy'd arches, ſtory'd halls invade, 
And haunt their ſlumbers in the pompous ſhade, 
Alas! not dazzled with their noon-tide ray, 
Compute the morn and ev'ning to the day; 
The whole amount of that enormous fame, 
A tale, that blends their glory with their ſhame! 

Know then this truth (enough * man to 1 
* Virtue alone is happineſs below ;* 
The only point where human bliſs ſtands nil, 
And taſtes the good without the fall to ill ; 
Where ouly. merit conſtant pay receives, 
Is bleſt in what it takes, and what it gives; 
The joy .unequal'd, if its end it gain 3 ; 
And if it loſe, attended with no pain: 
Without ſatiety, tho? eb er ſo bleſs'd; 
And but more reliſh'd as the more diltreſe : 4: 
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There, in the rich, the honour'd, fam'd, and great, 
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The broadeſt mirth unfeeling folly wears, 
Leſs pleaſing far than virtue's very tears: 
Good, from its object, from each place acquir'd, 
For ever exercis'd, yet never tir'd ; | 
Never elated, while one man's opprets'd ; 

Never dejected, while another's blend; ; 
And where no wants, no wilkes can remain, 


Since but to with more virtue is to gain. 


See the ſole bliſs Heav'n could on all beſtow ! 
Which who but feels can taſte, but thinks can know: 
Yet poor with. fortune, and with learniog blind, 
The bad muſt miſs, the good, untaught, will find. 
Slave to no ſet, who takes no private road, 

But looks thro! Nature, up to Nature's God: | 
Purſues that chain which links th' immenſe deſign, 
Joins heav'n and earth, and mortal and divine; 
Sees, that no being any bliſs can know, 

But touches ſome above, and ſome below; 

Learns, from this union of the riſing whole, 

The firſt, laſt purpoſe of the human ſoul; _ 
And knows where faith, Jaw, morals, all began, 
All end in Love or Gop and Love of Man. 
For him alove, hope leads from goal to goal, 

And opens ſtill, and opens on his foul ; 

Till lengthn'd on to FarTH, and uncopfin'd, | 

It pours the bliſs that fills vp all the mind. 

He ſees, why Nature plants in man alone 

Hope of known bliſs, and faith in bliſs unknown: 
(Nature, whoſe didtates to no other kind 


Are giv'n in vain, but what they ſeek they find) 


Wiſe is her preſent; ſhe connects in this 
His greateſt virtue with his greateſt bliſs ; ; 
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At once his own bright proſpect to be bleſt, 
And ſtrongeſt motive to aſſiſt the reſt. f 

Self- love thus puſ'd to focial, to divine, 
Gives thee to make thy nelabbours bleſſing thine, 5 
Is this too little for the boundleſs heart?! 
Extend it, let thy enemies have part: 
Graſp the whole worlds of reaſon, life, and ſenſe, 
In one cloſe ſyſtem of benevoletice : | 
Happier as Kinder, in whatc'er degree, 
And height of bliſs but belght charity. 

God loves from whole to parts: but human ſoul 
Muſt rife from individual to the whole. 
Selſ-love but ferves the virtuous mind to wake, 
As the ſmall pebble ſtirs the peaceful like ; 
The centre mov'd, a circle ſtrait ſucceeds, 
Another ſtill, and ſtill another ſpreads ; 
Friend, parent, neighbour, firſt it will embrace ; 
His country next; and next all human race; 
Wide and more wide, th' o'crflowings of the mind 
Take ev'ry creature in of every kind: 
Earth ſmiles around, with boundleſs bounty bleſt, 
And Heay'n beholds its image in his breaſt. 

Come then, my Friend ! my Genius! come along; 
Oh maſter of the poet, and the ſong ! 
And while the Muſe now ſtoops, or now aſcends, 
To man's Jow paſſions, or their glorious ends, 
Teach me, like thee, in various nature wiſe, 

To fall with dignity, with temper riſe; 
Form'd by thy converſe, happily to ſteer 
From grave to gay, from lively to ſevere; 
Correct with ſpirit, eloquent with eaſe, 
Intent to reaſon, or polite to pleaſe, 
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0b! While along the 8 of time thy name 
Expanded flies, and gathers all its fame; 
Say, ſhall my little bark attendant fail, 

Purſue the triumph, and partake the ale? 
When ſtateſmen, heroes, kings, in duſt repoſe, 
Whoſe ſons ſhall bluſh their fathers were thy foes, 
Shall then this verſe te future age pretend 
Thou wert my guide, philoſopher, and friend ? 
That, urg'd by thee, I turn'd the tuneful art 
From ſounds to things, from fancy to the heart; 

For wit's falſe mirror held up Nature's light; 
Shew'd erring pride, WHATEVER 18, 1S-RIGHT ; 
That REASON, Passiox, anſwer one great aim; 
That true SELF-LOVE and SOCIAL are the Game; 
That VI RTV only makes our bliſs below; 

And all our r Knowledge i is, OURSELVES TO KNOW ! 
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UNIVERSAL PRAYER. 
DEO OPT. MAX. | q 


ATHER of All! in ev” ry age, of 
In c'ery clime ador'd, 
By faint, by ſavage, and by ſage, 

Jehovah, Jove, or Lord! 


Thou great Firſt Cauſe, leaſt underſtood : ES 
Who all my ſenſe confin'd EY At 

To know but this, that thou art good. N 

And that myſelf am blind; 


Jet gave me, in this dark eſtate, 
To ſee the good from ill oo 9 
And binding Nature faſt in fate, „„ 2 
Leſt free the human vill. . 1 


What Conſcience dictates to be done, 
Or warns me not to do, IF 
This, teach me more than Hell to ſhun,.. 
That, more than Heav'n purſue. _ 
D4 
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What bleſſings thy free bounty .gives, 
Let me not caſt away; 
For God is paid when Man nnr 


T' enjoy is to obey. 


Thy goodneſs let me bound, 
Or think Thee Lord alone of man, 


When thouſand worlls are round. 


Let not this weak, a hos 


Preſume thy bolts to.throw, 
And deal damnation round the land, 


On each I judge thy foe. 


If I am right, thy grace impart, 
Still in the right to ſtays 
Af I am wrong, oh teach my heart 
Lo find that better way. 


Save me alike from foolifh pride 


Or impious diſcontent, 


At aught thy wiſdom has deny'd, 


Or aught thy goodneſs lent. 


Teach me to feel another's wor, 
To hide the fault 1 fee; 

What mercy I to others ſtiow, 
That mercy ſhow to me. 


Mean though I am, not wholly fo, 
Since quickeu d by thy breath; 


O lead me whereſce er I go, 


Through this day's life or death. 
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This day, be bread and peace my lot: 
Ell elſe beneath the ſun, 

Thou know'lt if beſt beſtow'd or not; 
And let thy will be done. 


To Thee, whoſe temple is all ſpace, 
Whoſe altar, earth, ſea, ſkies! 
One chorus let all being raiſe ! 
All Nature's incenſe riſe! 
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MORAL ESSAYS, 
IN 

FOUR EPISTLES, 
o 


SEVERAL PERSONS. 


Eſt brevitate opus, ut currat ſententia, neu ſe 
Impediat verbis laſſas onerantibus aures : 

Et ſermone opus eſt modo triſti, ſaepe jocoſo, 
Defendente vicem modo rhetoris atque poetae, 
Interdum urbani. parcentis viribus, atque 
Extenuantis eas conſulto. Ho R. 


MORAL ESSAYS. 
L484 2: 5: 
p WAG 

Sir RICHARD TEMPLE, L. COBHAM. 
A R G vl M E N . 


Of the Knowledge and Characters of Mev. 


THAT it is not ſufficient for this knowledge to con- 


ſider man in the ad/traF : Breks will not ſerve the 
- purpoſe, nor yet our own experience ſingly, ver. r. 
General maxims, unleſs they be formed upon beth, 
will be but notional, ver. zo. Some peculiarity in 
every man, characteriſtie to himſelf, yet varying 
from himſelf, ver. 13. Difficulties ariſing from 
our own paſſions, fancies, faculties, &c. ver, 37. 
The ſhortneſs of life to obſerve in, and the uncer- 
tainty of the principles of action in men to obſerve 
by, ver. 37, &c. Our own principle of action often 
hid from ourſelves, ver, 41. Some few characters 
plain, but in general confounded, diſſembled, or 
inconſiſtent, ver, 31. The ſame man utterly 
different in different places and ſeaſons, ver. 51. 
Unimaginable weakneſſes in the greateſt, ver. yo, 


| Ke. Nothing conſtant and certain but God and 


Nature, ver. 93. No judging of the motives from 
the actions; the ſame actions proceeding from con- 
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trary motives, and the ſame motives influencing con- 
trary actions, ver. 100. II. Yet, to form charatters, 
we can only take the ſtrongeſt actions of a man's life, 
and try to make them agree: The utter uncertainty 
of this, from Nature itſelf, and from policy, ver, 
120. Characters given, according to the rank of men 
of the world, ver. 135. And ſome reaſon for it, 
ver. 140. Education alters the nature, or at leaſt 
character, of many, ver. 149. Actions, paſſions, 
opinions, manners, bumours, or principles, all ſubject 
to change. No judging by Nature, from ver. 158. 
to ver. 178. III. It only remains to find (if we can) 
his RutinG PASSION : That will certainly influ- 
_ ence all the reſt, and can reconcile the ſeeming, or 
real inconſiſtency of all his actions, ver 195. In- 
ſtanced in the extraordinary character of Clodio, 
ver. 179. A caution againſt miſtaking ſecond qua- 
lities for firſt, which will de ſtroy all poſſibility of 
the knowledge of mankind, ver. 210, Examples 
of the ſtrength of the Ruling Paſſion, and its coati- 
nuation to the laſt breath, ver. 222, &. 


ES, you deſpiſe the man to books conſin'd, 

YT Who from his ſtudy rails at humaa kind; 
Though what he learns he ſpeaks, and may advance 
Some gen'ral maxims, or be right by chance. 

The coxcemb bird, ſo talkative and grave, 

That from his cage cries cuckold, whore, and knave, 
Though many a paſſenger he rightly call, | | 
You bold him no philoſopher at all. | i 

And yet the fate of all extremes is ſuch, | = 

Men may be read, as well as books, too much, = 

To obſervations which ourſelves we make, 

We grow more partial for:th* obſerver's fake; 

To written wiſdom, as another's, leſs : | 
Maxims are drawn from notions, thoſe from gueſs. 
There's ſome peculiar in each leaf and srain, 

Some unmark'd- fibre, or ſome varying vein : 
Shall only man be taken in the groſs? 

Grant but as many ſorts of mind as moſs. 

That each from other differ, firſt confeſs ; 

Next, that he varies from himſelf no leſs : 

Add Nature's, Cuſtom's, Reaſon's, Paſſion's ſtrife, 

And all Opinion's colours caſt on life. 

Our depths who fathoms, or our ſhallows finds, 

Quick whirls, and ſhifting eddies, of our minds? 

on human actions reaſon though you can, 

It may be reaſon, but it is not man: 

His principles of action once explore, 

That inſtant tis his principle no more. 

Like following life through creatures you diſſe, 
You loſe it. in the moment you detect. 

Yet more; the diff*rence is as great between 

The optics ſeeing, as the objects ſeen. 
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All manners take a tincture from our own ;- - 
Or come diſcolour d through our paſſions ſhows. . 
Or Faney's beam enlarges, multiplies, 
Contracts, inverts, and gives ten thouſand. dyes. 
Nor will life's ſtream for obſervation u, 
It hurries all too faſt to mark their way: 
In vaia ſedate refleions we would make, | 
When half our knowledge we muſt not takes- 
Oft in the paſſion's wild rotatien toſs d, | 
Our ſpring of action to ourſelves is loſt : 
Tir'd, not determin d, to the laſt we yield, 
And what comes then is maſter of the field ; 
As the laſt image of the troubl'd heap, _ 
When Senſe ſubſides, and Fancy ſports in flecp, 
(Though paſt the recollection of the thought), 
Becomes the {tuff of which our dream is wrought :: 
Something as dim to our internal view, | 
Is thus, perhaps, the cauſe of moſt we do. 
True, ſome axe open, and to all men known 3. 
Others ſo very claſe they re hid from none: 
(So darkneis ſtrikes the ſenſe as well as light), 
Thus gracious CHAN DOs ig below d at ſisbt; 
And ey'ry child hates Shylock, though his fout- 
Still fits at ſquat, and PEEP not from its hole. 
At half mankind when gen tous Manly raves, 
All know tis virtue, for he thinks them — | 
When univerſal homage Umbra pays, 
All ſee tis vice, and itch of vulgar praiſe, 
When flatt'ry glares, all hate it in a queen, 
While one there is wlio charms us with bis ſpleen: 
But theſe plain characters we rareh find 
Tho' ſtrong the bent, yet quick . mind: 


3 


= 


Ot puzzling contrarles confound the whole ; 
Or affectations quite reverſe the ſoul ; 

The dull, flat falſhood ſerves for policy ; 
And in the cunning, truth itſelf's a lye : 
Unthought of frailties cheat us in the wiſe; 
The fool lies hid in inconſiſtencies. 

See the fame man, in vigour, in the gout ; 

Alone, in company; in place, or out; 

Farly at bus'nefs, and at hazard late; 

Mad at a fox- chaſe, wile at a debate ; 

Drank at a borough, civil at a ball; EN 
Friendly at Hackney, faithleſs at Whitehall. 

Catius is ever moral, ever grave, * 
Thinks who endures a knave, is next a knave, - 
Save juſt at dinner then prefers, no doubt, 

A rogue with ven*ſon, to a faint without. 

Who would not praife Patricio's high deſert ; 
His hand unſtain d, his uncorrupted heart, 
His comprehenſive head! all int reſts weigh'd, 

All Europe mv d, yet Britain not betray d. 
He thanks you not, his pride is in piquette, 
Newmarket- fame, and judgment at a bett. 

What made (ſays Montagne, or more ſage Foc ) 
Otho a warrior, Cromwell a buffoun n 
A-perjur'd prince a leaden faint revere, 

A godleſs regent tremble at a ſtar? ' 

The throne a bigot keep, a genius quit, 

Faithleſs through piety, and dup'd through wit? 

Europe a woman, child, or-dottard rule, 

And juſt her wiſeſt monarch made a fool? 
Know God and NATVR r only are the ame 


In man the judgment ſhoots at flying * 
vor. III. E 
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A bird of paſſage! gone as ſoon as found, 
Now in the moon, perhaps, now under ground. 
In vain the ſage, with retroſpective eye, 1 
Would from th' apparent What conclude the Why, 
Infer the motive from the deed, and ſhew, 
That what we chanc'd was what we meant to do, 
Behold ! if fortune or a miſtreſs frowns, 
Some plunge i in bus neſs, others ſhave their crowns : 
To eaſe the foul of one oppreſſive weight, 
This quits an empire, that embroils a ſtate : 
The ſame aduſt complexion has impell'd 
Charles to the convent, Philip to the field. 
Not always actions ſhew the man: We find 
Who does a kindneſs, is not therefore kind ; N 
Perhaps proſperity becalm'd his breaſt; 
Perhaps the wind juſt ſhifted from the caſt : 
Not therefore humble he who ſeeks retreat, 
Pride guides his ſteps, and bids him ſhun the great: 
Who combats bravely, is not therefore brave, 
He dreads a death-bed like the meaneſt ſlave : 
Who reaſons wiſely is not therefore wiſe, 

His pride in reas' ning, not in acting, lies. 
But grant that actions beſt: diſcover man; 
Take the moſt ſtrong, and ſort then as you can. 
The few that glare, each character muſt mark, 

Lou balance not the many in the dark. 
What will you do with ſuch as diſagree ? 
Suppreſs them, or miſcall them policy? 

Muſt then at once, (the character to ſave), 
The plain rough hero turn a crafty knave ? 
Alas ! in truth the man but chang'd his mind, 
* was ſick, in 2 or had not din d. 
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Alk why from Britain Caeſar would retreat; | 
Cacfar himſelf might whiſper he was beet. 


Why riſk the world's, great empire for a punk! 


Caeſar perhaps might anſwer, he was drunk. 


But, ſage hiſtorians! tis your talk to prove 3 5 | 


One action conduct; one, heroic love. 


'Tis from high life high characters are drawn ; 3 


A faint in-crape is twice a faint in lawn: 

A judge is juſt, a chanc' lor juſter ill ; 

A gownman learn'd; a biſhop, what you will; 
Wiſe, if a miniſter; but, if a king, 


More wiſe, more learn d, more juſt, more ev'ry thing. 


Court-virtues bear, like gems, the higheſt rate, 


Born where heav'n's influence ſcarce can penetrate : - 


In life's low vale, the ſoil the virtues like, 
They pleaſe as beauties, here as wonders ſtrike. 
Though the ſame ſun with all-diffuſive rays 
| Bluſh in the roſe, and in the di mond dune, 
We prize the ſtronger effort of his pow'r, 
And juſtly ſet the gem above the flow'r. 

Tis education forms the common mind; 
Juſt as the twig is bent, the tree's inclin'd. 
Boaſtful and rough, your firſt ſon is a ſquire; 


The next a tradeſman, meek, and much a lyar ; TE 


Tom ſtruis a ſoldier, open, bold, and brave; 
Will meaks a ſeriv'ner, an excceding knave : 
Is he a churchman? then he's fond of pow'r : 
A quaker ? fly: A preſbyterian? ſow'r: 
A ſmart freethinker ? all things in an hour. 
Ak mens opinions: Scoto now ſhall tell 
How trade increaſes, and the world goes well; 3 
WS. 
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Strike off his penſion, by the ſetting ſun, 
Aud Britain, if not E urope, is undone. _ 

That g gay freethinker, a fine talker once, 
What turns him now a ſtupid filent dunce ? 
Some god, or ſpirit, he has lately found, 
Or chanc'd to meet a miniſter that frown . 

Judge we by Nature ? habit can efface, 
Int'reſt o ercome, or policy take place: 
By actions? thoſe uncertainty divides: 
By paſſions? theſe diſſimulation hides: 
Opinions? they ſtill take a wider range: 
Find, if you can, in what you cannot change. ; 

Manners with fortunes, humours turn with climes, 
Tenets with books, and principles with times. 

Search then the RuLinG PAss rox: There alone, 
The wild are conſtant, and the cunning known; 
The fool conſiſtent, and the falſe ſincere ; 
Prieſts, princes, women, no difſemblers here, 
This eluę once found, unravels all the reſt; 
The proſpect clears, and Wharton ſtands confels', © 
Wharton, the ſcorn and wonder of our days, 
Whoſe ruling paſſion was the luſt of praiſe : 
Born with whate'er could win it from the wile, 
Women and fools mult like him, 6r he dies; 
Though wond'ring ſenates hung on all he ſpoke; 
The club muſt hail him maſter of the joke. 
Shall parts ſo various aĩm at nothing new ? 

He'll ſhine a Tully and a Wilmot too. 
Then turns repentant, and his God adores 
With the ſame ſpirit that he drinks and whores; 
Enough if all around him but admire, 
And now the punk applaud, and now the ſrier. 
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Thus with each gift 6f nature and of a art, 
And wanting nothing büt ah honest heart; 
Grown all to all, früm no ore vice extm) t; 1 
And moſt contemptible, cb ſhun ebftempt; nf 
His paſſion ſtill to eovet en ral praiſe, 
His life; to forfeit it a thoufind ways; ; 
A conſtant bounty, whith no friend his müde: 
An angel tontzue, which no man can perſuade; 
A fool, with more of wit thin half thinkind, 
Too raſh for thought, for Actibn too refin'd 
A tyrant to the wife his Helrt approves; 
A rebel to the very king he loves; 
He dies, fad outcaſt of each church and ſtate, 
And, harder ſtill! flagitious, yet not great. 
Aſk you why Wharton broke through eviry role ? 
_ 'Twas all for fear the knaves ſhould call him fool. 

Nature well known, no prodigies remain; 
Comets are regular, and Wharton plain. 

Yet, in this ſearch, the wiſeſt may miſtake, 
I ſecond qualities for firſt they rake. 
When Cataline by rapine fell'd his ſtore ; 
When Caeſar made a noble dame a whore: : : 
In this the luſt; in that the avarice 
Were means, not eiids; ambition d was the vice. 
That very Caeſar, bot in Scipio's days, 
Had aim'd, like him, by chaſtity at praiſe. 
Lucullus, when frugality could charm, 
Had roaſted turnips ih the Sabine farm. 
In valu th obſerver eyes the bililder's toil, 
But quite miſtakes the ſcaffold for the pile. 

in this one paſſion man can ſtrength enjoy, 
As fits glye vigour, juſt when they deſtroy. 
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Time, that on all things lays his lenient. hand, 
Yet tames not this; it ſticks to our laſt ſand, 
Conſiſtent in our follies and our ſins, 
Here honeſt Nature ends as ſhe begins. 

Old politicians chew on wiſdom paſt, 


And totter on in but neis to the laſt; 


As weak, as carneſt, and as gravely out, 
As ſober Laneſb'row dancing in the gout. 
Behold a rev*rend fire, whom want of grace 
Has made the father of a nameleſs race, 
Shov'd from the wall perhaps, or rudely preſfs'd 
By his own ſon, that paſſes by unbleſs d: 
Still to his weneh he erawls on knocking knees, 
And envies ey'ry ſparrow that he ſees. 4 
A ſalmon's belly, Helluo, was thy fate; 
The doctor call'd, declares all help too late; 
Mercy! cries Helluo, mercy on my ſoul! 
s there no hope Alas !---then bring the jowl.“ 
The frugal Crone, whom praying prieſts attend, 
Still ſtrives to ſave the hallow'd taper's end; 
Collects her breath, as ebbing life retires, 
For one puff more, and in that puff expires. 
Odious! in woollen! *twould a ſaint provoke, 


Were the laſt words that poor Narciſla ſpoke) 


No, let a charming chintz, and Bruſſel's lace 
Wrap my cold limbs, and ſbade my lifeleſs face: 
© One would not, ſure, be frightful when one's dead - 
And Betty give this check a little red.” 

The courtier ſmooth, who forty years had ſhin'd 
An humble ſervant to all human kind, | 


- Juſt brought out this, when ſcarce his — could ſtir, 
$ If—-whgre I'm going---I could ſerve you, Sir!“ 
4 | 
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© I give and I deviſe (old Euclio ſaid. 
And figh'd) © my lands and tenements to Ned. 
Your money, Sir ? * My money, Sir, what, all! 
* Why---if I muſt—-(then wept) I give it Paul. 
The manor, Sir ? * The manor! hold, he cry'd; 
Not that, I cannot part with that'---and dy'd. 
And you, brave CoBHAM | to the lateſt breath, 
Shall feel your Ruling Paſſion ſtrong in death : 
Such in thoſe moments, as in all the paſt, 
* Oh, ſave my country, Heav'n! ſhall be your laſt. 
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Of the Characters of Women. L 
| | 7 
| 1 ſo true as what you once let fall, 8 
8 * Moſt women have no characters at all; E 
| Matter tos ſoft a laſting mark to bear, 4 
And beſt diſtinguiſh'd by black, brown, or fair, * 

How many pictures of one nymph we view, 
All how unlike each other, all how true! 8 
Arcadia's Counteſs, here in ermin'd pride, 7 
Is chere, Paſtora by a fountain's ſide. £ 

Here Fannia leering on her own good man, 

And there, a naked Leda with a ſwan. ” 
| - Let then the fair one beautifully cry, * 
In Magdalen's looſe hair. and lifted eye; 4 
| Or, drefs'd in ſmiles of ſweet Cecilia ſhine, 
| z With ſimp' ring · angels, palms, and harps divine; f 
| Whether the charmer ſinner it, or ſaint it, 5 F 
| If folly grow romantic, I muſt paint it. 1 
come then, the colours and the ground prepare i 


Dip in the rainbow, trick her off in air; 
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Chuſe a firm cloud, before it fall, and in it 
Catch, ers the change, the Cynthia of this minute. 
Rufa, whoſe eye quick-glancing o'er the park, 
Attracts each- light gay meteor of a ſpark, | 
Agrees as ill with Rufa ſtudying Locke, 
As Sappho's di'monds with her dirty ſmock ; 
- Or Sappho at her toilet's greazy taſk, 
With Sappho fragrant at an ev'ning maſk : 
So morning inſefts that in muck begun, 
Shine, buzz, and fly-blow in the ſetting ſun, 
How ſoft is Silia-! feartul to offend ; 
The frail one's advocate, the weak one's friend. 
To her, Calliſta prov'd her conduct nice; 
And good Simplicius aſks of ber advice. 


Sudden, ſhe. (ſtorms ! ſhe raves! You tip the wink, 


But ſpare your cenſure: Silia does not drink. 
All eyes may ſee from what the change aroſe, 
All eyes may ſee- a. pimple on her noſe. 
Papillia, wedded to her am'rous ſpark, 
Sighs for the ſhades--** How.charming is a park! 
A park is purchas'd.;, but the fair he fees 
All bata'd in tears Oh odious, odious trees! 
Ladies, like variegated. tulips, ſhow ; 
'Tis to their changes half. their charms we owe: - 
Fine by defect, and delicately. weak, | 
| Their happy ſpots the nice ad mirer take. 
**Twas thus Calypſo onee each heart alarm'd, 
Au' d without virtue, without beauty charm'd ; 
Her tongue bewitch'd as odly as her eyes; 
Leſs wit than mimic, more a wit than u iſe: 
Strange graces-ſtill, and-ſtranger flights ſhe had; 
Was juſt not ugly, and was juſt not mad: 
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Yet nc'er ſo ſure our paſſion to create, 
As when ſhe touch'd the brink of all we hate. 
Narciſla's nature, tolerably mild, 
To make a waſh, would hardly ſtew a child; 
Has ev'n been proy'd to grant a lover's pray'r ; 
And paid a tradeſman once to make him ſtare; 
Gave alms at Eaſter, in a Chriſtian trim, 
And made a widow happy, for a whim. 
Why then declare good-nature is her ſcorn, 
When tis by that alone ſhe can be born? 
Why pique all mortals, yet affect a name? 
A fool to pleaſure, yet a ſlave to fame? 
Now deep in Taylor and the book of martyrs; 


Now drinking eitron with his Grace and Chartres: 


Now conſcience chills her, and now paſſion burns; 
And atheiſm and religion take their turns, 

A very heathen in the carnal part, 

Yet ſtill a 1ad, good Chriſtian at her heart. 

See Sin in ſtate, majeſtically drunk; 

Proud as a-peereſs, prouder as a punk: 

Chaſte to her huſband, frank to all beſide ; 

A teeming miſtreſs, but a barren bride. 

What then ? let blood and body bear the fault, 
Her head's untouch'd, that noble ſeat of thought: 
Such this day's doctrine in another fit 

She ſins with poets, thro' pure love of wit. 

What has not fir'd her boſom or her brain ? 
Caeſar and Tall-boy, Charles and Charlema'ne. 
As Helluo, late dictator of the feaſt, 
The noſe of Hautgaut, and the tip of Taſte, 
Critiqu'd your wine, and analys'd your meat; 
Yet on plain pudding dcign'd at home to eat. 
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go Philomede, lect'ring all mankind: 
on the ſoft paſſion, and the taſte refin'd,. 
Th' addreſs, the delicacy---ſtoops-at once, 
And makes her hearty meal upon a dunce. 
Flavia's a wit, has too much ſenſe to pray; 
To toaſt our wants and wiſhes, is her way; 
Nor aſks of God, but of her ſtars, to give 
The mighty bleſſing, ** while we live, to live.“ 
Then all for death, that opiate of the foul ! 
Lucretia's dagger, Roſamonda's bowl. 
Say what can cauſe ſuch impotence of mind ? 
A ſpark too fickle, or a ſpouſe too kind. 
Wiſe wretch ! with pleaſures too refin'd to pleaſe ;. 
With too much ſpirit to be e'cr at caſe; 
With too much quickneſs ever to be taught; 
With too much thinking to have common thought; 
You purchaſe pain with all that joy ean give ; 
And die of nothing but a rage to live. 
Turn them from wits; and look on Simo's mate, 
No aſs ſo meek, no af: fo obſtinate, 
Or her that owns her faults but never mends, 
Becauſe ſhe's honeſt, and the beſt of friends. 
Or her, whoſe life the church and ſcandal ſhare, 
For ever in a paſſion, or a pray'r. 
Or her, who laughs at Hell, but (like her 8 


Cries, * Ah ! how charming if there's no ſuch place!” , 


Or who ia ſweet viciſſitude appears 

Of mirth and opium, ratafia and tears, 
The daily anodyne, and nightly draught, 
To kill thoſe foes to fair ones, time and thought, 
Woman and fool are too hard things to hit; 
For true no-meaning puzzles more than wit. 
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But what are theſe to great Atoffa's mind? 
| Scarce once herſelf, by turns all womankind ! 
Who, with herſelf or others, from her birth 

Finds all her life one warfare upon earth: 
Shines in expoſing knaves and painting fools, 
Vet is, whate'er ſhe hates ard ridicules. 

No thought advances, but her eddy brain 
Whiſks it about, and down it goes again. 
Full ſixty years the world has been her trade, 
The wiſeſt fool much time has ever made. 
From loveleſs youth to unreſpected age, 

No paſſion gratify'd, except her rage. 
So much the fury till out- ran the wit, 

The pleaſure miſs'd her, and the ſcandal hit. 


Who breaks with ber, provokes revenge from hell, | 


But he's a bolder man who dares be well, 
Her ev'ry turn with violenee purſu'd, 

Nor more a ſtorm her hate than gratitude: 

To that each paſſion turns, or ſooh or late; 
Love, if it makes her yield, muſt make her hate: 
Superiors? death! and equals? what a curſe; 
But an inferior not dependent? worſe. 
Offend her, and ſhe knows not to forgive; 
oOblige her, and ſhe'll hate you while ydu live: 
But die, and ſne Il adore you . Then the buſt 
And temple riſe ·LB then fall again to duſt. 


Laſt night, her Lord was all that's good and great; 


A knave this morning, and his will a cheat 
Strange l by the means defeated of the ends; 


By ſpirit, robbꝰd of pow'r; by warnith, of friends; 


By wealth, of fallow'rs! withoatone diſtreſs, 
Sick of herſelf thro! very ſelfiſnnes ?? 
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Atoſſa, curs d with ev'ry granted pray'r, 
Childleſs with all her children, wants an heir. 
To heirs unknown deſcends th* unguarded ſtore, 
Or wanders, Heav'n · directed, to the poor. 
Pictures like theſe, dear Madam, to defi ign, 
Aſks no firm hand, and no nnerring line; 
Some wand' ring touches, ſome reflected light, 
me flying ſtroke alone can hit them right: 
% how ſhould equal colours do the knack? 
Chameleons who can paint in white and black 5 
© Yet Chloe ſure was form'd without a ſpot,” -— 
Nature in her then err'd not, but forgot. 
With ev'ry pleaſing, ev'ry prudent part, 
« Say, what can Chloe want ?”*---She wants a heart. 
She ſpeaks, behaves, and acts juſt as ſhe ought, 
But never, never, feach'd one gen'rous thought. 
Virtue ſhe finds too painful an endeavour; 
Content to dwell in decencies for ever. 
So very reaſonable, ſo tinmov'd, 
As never yet to love, or to be lov'd. 
She, while her lover pants upon her Breaſt, 
Can mark the figures on an Indian cheſt ; 
And when ſhe ſees her friend in deep defpair, 
Obſerves how much a chintz exceeds mohatr. 
Forbid it Heay'n, a favour or a debt 
She e er ſhould cancel - but ſhe may forget. 
Safe is your ſecret ſtil} in Chloe's ear; 
But none of Chloe's ſhall you ever hear. 
Of all her dears ſhe never flander'd one, 
But cares not if a thouſand are undone. 
Would Chloe know if you' re alive or dead? 
She bids her footman put it in her head. 


28 MORAL ESSAYS. 15. 
Chloe is prudent---Would you too be wiſe ? 
Then never break your heart when Chloe dies. 
One certain portrait may (I grant) be ſeen, . 
Which Heav'n has varniſh'd out, and made a 
THE SAME FOR EVER! and deſerib'd by all 


With truth and goodneſs, as with crown and ball. 


Poets heap virtues, painters gems at will, 

And ſhew their zeal and hide their want of (kill, 
*Tis well---but, artiſts ! who can paint or write, 
To draw the naked is your true delight. 

That robe of quality ſo ſtruts and ſwells, 

None fee what parts of nature it conceals ; 

Th' exacteſt traits of body and of mind, 

We owe to models of an humbler kind. 

If Queenſberry to {trip there's no compelling, 
'Tis from a handmaid we muſt take a Helen, 
From peer or biſhop tis no eaſy thing 

To draw the man who loves his God, or King : : 
Alas! 1 copy, (or my draught would fail) 
From honeſt Mah' met, or plain Parſon Hale. 


But grant, in public men ſometimes are ſhown ; 


A woman's ſeen in private life alone: 
Our bolder talents in full light diſplay'd; 
Your virtues open faireſt in the ſhade ; 
Bred to diſguiſe, in public 'tis you hide : 


There none diſtinguiſh twixt your ſhame or pride, 


Weakneſs, or delicacy ; all fo nice, 
That each may ſeem a virtue, or a vice. 

In men we various ruling paſſions find ; 
In women, two almoſt divide the kind ; 
Thoſe, only fix'd, they firſt or laſt obey, 
The love of pleaſure and the loye of ſway. 
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That Nature gives; and where the leſſon taught. 


Is but to pleaſe, can pleaſure ſeem a fault? 
Experience, this; by man's oppreſſion curs'd, 
They ſeek the ſecond not to loſe the firſt. 


Men ſome to bus neſs, ſome to pleaſure take; 


But ev'ry woman is at heart a rake : . 
Men, ſome to quiet, ſome to publie ſtrife; 
But ev'ry lady would be queen for life. 

Jet mark the fate of a whole ſex of queens! 
Pow'r all their end, but beauty all the means: 
in youth they conquer with fo wild a rage, 
As leaves them ſcarce a ſubject in their age: 
For foreign glory, foreign joy, they roam; 
No thought of peace or happineſs at home. 
But wiſdom's triumph is well-tim'd retreat, 

As hard a ſcience to the fair as great! 


Beauties, like tyrants, old and friendleſs grown, 


Yet hate repoſe, and dread to be alone; 
Worn out in public, weary ev'ry eye, 


Nor leave one ſigh behind them when they die. 


Pleaſures the ſex, as children birds, purſue, 
Still out of reach, yet never out of view; 
Sure, if they catch, to ſpoil the toy at moſt, _ 
To covet flying, and regret when loſt : 
At laſt, to follies youth could ſcarce defend, 
It grows their age's prudence to pretend 
Aſham'd to own they gave delight beforc, 
Reduc'd to feign it, when they give no more : 
As hags hold Sabbaths, leſs for joy than ſpight, 
So theſe their merry, miſerable night ; 


still round and round the ghoſts of beauty glide, 


And haunt the places where their honour dy d. 
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See how the world its veterans . \ 
A youth of frolics, an old age of cards : 
Fair to no purpoſe, artful to no end, 

Young without lovers, old without a friend ; * 
A fop their paſſion, but their prize a ſot; 
Alive, ridiculous ; and; dead, forgot ! 

Ah! friend! to dazzie let the vain deſign; 
To raiſe the thought and touch the heart be thine; 
That charm ſhall grow, while what fatigues the ring, 
Flaunts and goes down, an unregarded thing: £ 
So when the ſun's broad beam has tir'd the ſight, 

All mild aſcends the moon's more ſober light, 
Serene in virgin modeſty ſhe thines ; 

And, unobfery*d, the glaring orb declines, 

Oh bleſs d with temper, whoſe unclouded ray 
Can make to-morrow ehearful as to-day: 

She who can love a fiſter's charms, or hear 
Sighs for a daughter with unwounded ear; 
She who ne'er anſwers till a huſband cools, 
Or, if ſhe rules him, never ſhews ſhe roles; 1 
Charms by accepting, by ſubmitting ſways; 
Yet has her humour moſt when ſhe obeys : 

Let fops or fortune fly which | way they will ; 
Diſdains all loſs of tickets or codille; | 
Spleen, vapours, or ſmall-pox, above them all; 
And miſtreſs of herſelf, though china fall. 

And yet, believe me, goed as well as ill, 

Woman's at beſt a contradiction ſtill. 
Heav'n, when it ſtrives to poliſh all it can 
Its laſt, beſt work, but forms a ſofter man; | 
Picks from each ſex, to make the fav rite bleſs , 


Your love of pleaſure, our deſire of reſt : 
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Blends, in exception to all ben ral rules, | 
Your taſte of follies, with your ſcorn of fools : 
Reſerve with frankneſs, art with truth ally'd, 
Courage with ſbftneſs, modeſty with pride; 
Fix'd principles, with fancy ever new; 
Shakes all together, and produces---you, 
Be this a woman's fame: With this unbleſs'd, 
Toaſts live a ſcorn, and queens may die a jeſt. : 
This Phoebus promis d, (L forget the year), 
When thoſe blue eyes firſt open'd on the ſphere ; 
Aſcendant Phoebus watch'd that hour with care, 
Averted half your parents' ſimple pray'r; 

And gave you beauty, but deny'd the pelf 

That buys your ſes a tyrant o ex itſelf. 

The gen'rous god, who wit and gold refines, 
And. ripens ſpirits as he ripens mines, 

Kept droſs for dueheſſes, the world ſhall koow i it, 
To you gave ſenſe, good- humour, and a poet. 
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EP} 8 T L E. III. 
e 
ALLEN, Lozav BATHURST. 
ARGUME N r. 


Of the Uſe of Ricnes. 


THA it is known to few, moſt falling into one of 


the extremes, avarice or profuſion, ver. 1, &c. The 
point diſcuſſed, whether the invention of money has 
been more commodious or pernicious to mankind, 
ver. 2t. to 57. That riches, either to the avariticu 
or the prodigal, cannot afford happineſs, fcarcely nc- 
ceflaries, ver. 89. to 160. That avarice is an abſo- 
lute frenzy, without an end or purpoſe, ver. 113, 
&c. 152 Conjectures about the motives of avarici- 
ous men, ver 12. to 153. That the conduct of 
men, with reſpc& to riches, can only be accounted 
for by the ORDER of PROVIDENCE, which works 
the general good out of extremes, and brings all to 
its great end by perpetual revolutions, ver. 161 to 
150. How a Miſer acts upon principles which ap- 
pear to him reaſonable, ver. 179. How a Prodigd 


ARG UM E N T. 83 


does the fame, ver. 199. The due medium, and 
true uſe of riches, ver. 219. The Man of Roſs, ver. 
250. The fate of the profuſt and th covetous, in 
two examples ; both miſerable in life and in death, 
wer. 300, &c. The ſtory of Sir Baluam, ver. 399. 
to theend. oe ; | 


WO wall decide when doctor diſagree, 


You hold the word from Jove to Momus giv 0, 
That man was made the ſtanding jeſt of heay'n.; 
And gold but ſent to keep the fools in play, 

For ſome to heap; and ſome to throw away. 

But I, who think more highly of our kind, 
(And furely Heav'n and I-are of a mind), 
Opine, that Nature, as in duty bound, 

Deep hid the ſbining miſchief under ground: 
But when by man's audacious labour won, 
Flam'd forth this rival to, its ſire, the Sun, 
Then careful Heav'n ſupply'd two ſorts of men, 
To ſquander theſe, and thoſe to hide again. 

Like doctors thus, when much diſpute has paſs d, 

We find our tenets juſt the ſame at laſt. 

Both fairly owning riches, in effect, 

No grace of Heav'n, nor token of th' elect; 
Giy'n to the fool, the mad, the vain, the evil, 
To Ward, to Waters, Chartres, and the devil. 


B. What Nature wants, commodious gold beſtows, 


Tis thus we eat the bread another ſows. 
P. But how unequal it beſtows, obſerve, 
Tis thus we riot, while, who ſow it, ſtarve :; 
What Nature wants (a phraſe I much diſtruſt) 
Extends to luxury, extends to huſt ; 
Uſeful, T grant, it ſerves what life requires, 
But dreadful too, the dark aſſaſſin hires : 
B. Trade it may help, ſociety extend. 
P. But lures the pyrate, and corrupts the friend, 
B. It raiſes armies in a nation's aid. 
V. But bribes a ſenate, and the land's betray'd. 


And ſoundeſt caſuiſts doubt, like you and me? 
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In vain max beroes Gght; and patriots rave; 
If ſecret gold ſap on from knave to knave. R 
Once, we confeſs, bencath the patriot's cloak, - - 


From the crack d bag the dropping guinea ſpoke, 


And, jingling down, the back-ſtairs, told the crew, 
Old Cato is as great, a rogue as vou.“ 144.34 
Bleſs'd paper=credit !. laſt and beſt ſupply ! 
That lends corruption, lighter wings to. fly ! 
Gold, imp'd by thee, can compaſs hardeſt things, 
Can pocket. ſtates, can fetch or carry kings; 
A ſingle leaf ſhall waft an army oer, 
Or ſhip off ſenates to a diſtant ſhoe; 
A leaf, like Sibyl's, ſcatter to and fro 
Our fates and fortynes, as tha wind ſhall blow ; 
Pregnant with thouſands flits the ſcrap. unſeen, 
And ſilent ſells a king, or buys a queen, 6 

Oh! that ſuch bulky. bribes as all might ſee, 
Still, as of old, incumber'd villany ! | 
Could France or Rome divert our brave deſigns, 
With all their hrandies, or with all their wines? 


What could hey. more than knights or N e con- 


found, 
Or water all tha quorum ten miles round as 
A ſtateſman's ſlumbers how this ſpeech would tail: 
Sir, Spain has Ent a thouſand j Jars of oil; | 
Huge bales of Britiſh cloth blockade the door: 
A hundred oxen at your levee roar.” 
Poor Avarice one torment more wonld find, 


Nor could Profuſion ſquander all in Kind. 


Aſtride his cheeſe Sir Morgan might we meet; 
And Wy crying A | ay ſtreet to Greet, 


x 5 Te * ** 4 
n 3 


. * 3 < - n 223 — d 5 3231 r 
W 
* +: — 
n * KR. 1 wh — G 1 1 — 4 — wg +, 
A” = 4 
». 7 F YI STI | " 8 4 * 2 — ** nf _ — pt 8 1 
7 24 av - 2 4 Nee E #35 Xs EY 3 . P Peg hy a —_— —_— - = _ - 
7 ha 6 2 3 . wo, , . — » at. 
: - het” + 9 - BY — - 5 Fas _— U INTL 
FRY - © - . 


4} 


rn Wer 
A * 3 — 
„ eder F 
* . — \ 
r d 1 
„r ered 


* n — 2 
4 . a * 

7 va „ * 1 . 8 

4 F Be 4 . * wy E 
2 x 8 2 5 3 x 

» x. 2 1" WW as > 
ed =2 7" e — ile <py 
x * — 1 — * 4 

7 Rh OS o l 


86 MORAL ESSAYS. 63. 


Whom with a wig ſo wild, and mien ſo maz'd, 
Pity miſtakes for ſome poor tradeſman eraz d. 


Had Colepepper's whole wealth ele and hogs, 


Could he himſelf have fent it to the dogs? 

His Grace will game: To White's a bolt he led, 

With ſpurning heels, and with a butting head. | 

To White's be carry'd, as to antient games, 

Fair courſers, vaſes, and alloring dames, ' 

Shall then Uxorio, if the ſtakes he ſweep, * 

Bear home ſix whores, and make his lady weep? 2 

Or ſoft Adonis, ſo perfum'd and fine; - 

Drive to St James's a whole herd of ſwine 

Oh filthy check on all induſtrious ſkill, 

To ſpoil the nation's laſt great trade, quadrille! 

Since then, my Lord, on fuch a world we fall, 

What ſay you? B. Say? Why take it gold and all. 
P. What riches give us, let us then inquire: 


Meat, fire, and cloaths. B. What more ? * v. Meat 


cloaths, and fire! 
Ils this too little? Would you more than live? 
Alas! tis more than Turner finds they give. | 
Alas! *tis more than (all his viſions paſt) 
Unhappy Wharton, waking, found at laſt! 
What can they give? To dying Hopkins, heirs ; hey 
To Chartres, vigour ; Japhet, noſe and cars? 
Can they in gems bid pallid Hippia glow ;* 
In Fulvia's buckle eaſe the throbs below :; 
Or heal, old Narſes, thy obſcener ail, 
With all th' embroid'ry plailter'd at thy tail? 
They might (were Harpax not too wile to ſpend? 
Give Harpax felf the — of e 
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Or find ſome doctor that would ſave the life w_ 
Of wretched Shylock, ſpite of Shylock's wife: : 
But thouſands die, without or this or that, 88 SA 
Die, and endow a college, or à cat. ine +) 20614 (9X 
To ſome, indeed, Heav'n grants the happler fate,” 
T* enrich a baſtard;'or a ſor theyhate: 15 1280 
Perlaps you think the poor might have cel p 12 
Bond damns the poor, and hates them from his heart: 
The grave Sir Gilbert holds it for a lle 
That ev'ry man in want is knave or fool: 
God cannot love (ſays Blunt, with tearleſs 70 
The wretch he ſtarvesꝰ aud piouſſy deilies”: ow" 106)" 
But the good biſhop with #+mecker air, ne 
Admits and leaves them; Providenec's care. 
Yet to be juſt to theſe poor men of pelt, FE 
Each does but hate his neighbour as himſelf; : 12:28 
Damn'd to the mines, an equal fate betides 
The ſlave that digs it, and the flave that hides. 

B. Who ſuffer thus, mere charity ſhauld o.õ§ qm, 
Mult act on motives powerful, tho un know. 
P. Some War, ſome plague, or famine 8 0. eke, 

Some revelation hid from you and, me. 

Why Shylock wants a meal, the cauſe is ita | 
He thinks a loaf will riſe to fifty pound. 2871 _ 
What made directors cheat in ſouth- ſca year Kb bb ens 
To live on ven'ſon when it ſold ſo dea. 
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Aſk you why Phryne the wholeaudion buys? . nud oL y 
Phryne foreſees a general exciſe. "ol 
Why ſhe and Sappho raiſe that monſtruous _ Hol 7 9 
Alas they fear a man will coſt a plum. alu d 1 


Wiſe Peter ſees the world's reſpect for gold. 
And therefore hopes this nation may be ſold: oO 
F 4. | 
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Glorious ambition I Peter, ſwell thy ſore, _ 
And be what Rome's great Didius was before, 
The crown of Paland,, vega}. twice, an ages... 
To juſt three millions ſtinted madeſt Gage. 
But nohler ſcenes Marig's dreams unfold, 
Hereditary realms, and worlds of gold. 
Congenial fouls! whole life one au rice joins ; 
And one fate buries in th' Aſturian mines, 
Much injur'd Blunt! why hears be Britain's hate ? 
A wizard told him in theſe words our fate: 
At length Corruption, like a gen ral flood. 
* (80 long by watchful miniſters withſtood) 
Shall deluge all; and Ay'rice creeping on, 
© Spread like a low-born miſt, and blut the Sun; 
© Stateſman and patriot ply alike the ſtocks, 
* Peereſs and butler ſhare alike the bog 
And judges job, and hiſheps bite the town, 
© And mighty dukes pack cards for half a crown. 
© See Britain ſank in hucre's ſordid charms, 
, And France reveng'd of * — Edward's 
arms! 
Twas no court-badge, great Serbe ner, fir d ur brain, 
Nor 1 luxury, nor city-gain s 
No, 'twas thy righteous end, alan c f 
Senates degen' rate, patriots diſagree, 
A nobly wiſhing party- nage to ceaſt, 
To buy both ſides, and give thy country peace. 
< All this is madneſs,” cries a ſober ſage :* 
But who, my friend, has reaſon in his rage? 
© The ruling paſſion, be it what it will, 
© The ruling paſſion conquers reaſon Kil),* | 
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Leſs mad the wildeſt whimſey we can frame, 

Than ev 'n that paſſion, if it has no aim: 

For tho ſuch, motives folly you may call, 

The folly's greater to have none at all. 

Hear then the truth; Tis Heay'n each paſſion ſends, 

« And diff” rent men directs to diff rent ends. 

Extremes in Nature equal good produoe, 

Extremes in man concur to gen ral uſe. 

Aſk we what makes one keep, and one beſtow? 

That pow'r which bids the ocean ebb and flow, 

Bids ſeed-time, harveſt, equal courſe maintain, 

Thro' reconcil'd extremes of drought and rain, 

Builds life on death, on change duration founds, 

And gives th” eternal-wheels to know their raunds. 
Riches, like inſects, when conceal'd they lie, 

Wait but for wings, and in their ſeaſon fly. 

Who ſees pale Mammon pine amidſt bis ſtore ; 

Sees but a bagkward.{tcward for the poor; 

This year a reſervoir, to keep and ſpare; _ 

The next, a fountain, ſpouting thro' his heir, 

In laviſh ſtreams to quench a country's thirſt; 

And men and dogs ſhall drink him till they, burſt. 
Old Cotta ſham'd his fortune and his birth, 

Yet was not Cotta void of wit or worth: _ 

What tho' (the uſe of barb'raus ſpits. forgot) 

His kitchen vy'd in coolneſs with his grot? 

His court with nettles, moats with creſſes ſtor d, 

With ſoups unbought and ſallads bleſt his board ? 

If Cotta liv'd on pulſe, it wag no more 

Than Bramins, ſaints, and ſages did before; | 

To cram the rich was, prodigal EXPEnces . © 

And who would take the poar from Providence? 
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Like ſome lone Chartreux ſtands the good oo, 

Silence without, and faſts within the walls 

No rafter'd roofs with dance and tabor ſound, 

No noontide bell i invites the country round: F 

Tenants with ſighs the ſmoakleſs tow'rs ſurvey, 

And turn th“ unwilling ſteeds another . 

Benighted wanderers, the foreſt oer, 

| Curſe the ſay'd candle, and imop*ning*door; 

While the gaunt maſtiff growling at the gate; 6 

Affrights the beggar whom be longs to eat. 1 
Not ſo his fon; he mark'd this overſight, | 

And then miſtook reverſe of wrong for right. 

(For what to ſhun will no great — Wan 

But what to follow, is a taſk indeed = at 

Yet ſure, of qualities, deſerving. praife, 

More go to ruin fortunes, than to Nis 

What ſlaughter'd becatombs, what floods of wine, | 

Fill the capacious *ſquire, and deep divine! 

Yet no mean motive this profuli on dra, 


His oxen periſh in his country's cane; 
"Tis George and Liberty that crowns the cup, 


And zeal for that great houſe which eats din ups - 
The woods recede around the naked ſtat, Y 
The ſylvans groan---no matter. for the fleet: 

Next goes his wool---to clothe our valiant bands; 
Laſt, for his country's love, he ſells his lands. 
To town he comes, completes the nation's hope, 
And heads the bold train bands, and burns a pope. 
And ſhall not Britain now reward his toils. 

Britain, that pays her patriots with Her ſpoils ? 

In vaia at court the bankrupt pleads his cauſe ;. 

His thanklels 'eountry leaves him to her laws» 
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The ſenſe to value riches, with the art 
T' enjoy them, and the virtue to impart, Ks 
Not meanly, nor ambitionſly purſi'd, | 
Not ſunk by ſloth, not rais d by ſetvitude; 3 
To balance fortune by a juſt expence, | 
Join with oeconomy magnificence 
With ſplendor, charity ; with plenty, health; 
Oh teach us, Bathurſt! yet unſpoil'd by wealth! 
That ſecret rare, between th” extremes to move 
Of mad good-nature, and of mean felt love. "i 
B. To worth or want well-weigh'd, be bounty giv! n 
And eaſe or emulate the care of Heav'n; 
( Whoſe meaſure full o'erflows on human race). 
Mend fortune's fault, and juſtify her grace. 
Wealth in the groſs is death; but life diſſus d 
As poiſon heals, in juſt proportion us d; 
In heaps, like ambergriſe, a ſtink. it lies, 
But well diſpers'd, is incenſe to the Ries,, 11 
P. Who ſtarves by nobles, or with nobles cats ? 
The wretch that truſts them, and the rogue that cheats, 
ls there a lord, that knows a chearful noon 
Without a fiddler, flatt'rer, or buffoon.?: 
Whoſe table, wit,, or. modeſt merit ſhare, . 
Un-elbow'd by a gameſter, pimp, or play'r ? 
Who copies your's, or Oxford's better part, 
To eaſe th' oppreſs d, and raiſe the ſinking heart? 
| Where-c'er he ſhines, Oh Fortune, gild the ſeene,. 
And angels guard him in the golden mean! 
There Engliſh bounty yet a while may ſtand, 
And honour linger ere it leaves the land. 
But all our pra iſes why ſhould Lords engroſs ? 
Riſe, honeſt Muſe! and ſing the Man of Ross: 
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' Pleas'd Vaga echaes thro? her winding bounds, 
And rapid Severn. hoarſe applauſe rxeſounds, Þ - 
Who hung with woods yon mountain's ſultry brow ? 
From the dry rock who bade the waters flow; 
Not to the ſkies in uſeleſs columns toſt, 
Or in proud falls magnificently loſt, _ 
But clear and artleſs, pouring thro” the plain 
Health to the ſick, and ſolace to the ſwain ? 
Whoſe cauſe-way parts the vale with ſhady rows? 
Whoſe ſeats the weary traveller repoſe ? | 
Who taught that heay'n-direQted ſpire to riſe ? 
« The Man of Ross,“ each liſping babe replies. 
Behold the market- place with poor o erſpread! 
The Max of Ross diyides the weekly bread : 
He feeds yon alms-houſe, neat, but void of ſtate, 
Where age and want ſit ſmiling at the gate; 
Him portion'd maids, apprentic'd orphans bleſs'd, 
The young who labour and the old who reſt, 
Is any ſicx? The Man of Ross relieves, 
Preſcribes, attends, the med' cine makes, and gives. 
Is there a variance ? enter hut his door, 
Balk'd are the courts, and conteſt is no more. 
Deſpairing quacks Vith cuffes fled the place, 
And vile attorneys; now an uſeleſs race. 

B. Thrice happy man! enabled to purſue 
What all ſo wiſh, but wane the pow'r to do! 
Oh ſay, what ſums that gen'rous hand ſupply ? 
What wines to ſwell that boundleſs charity? 

P. Of debts and taxes, wife and children clear, 
This man poſſeſt--+five hundred pounds a- year. 
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Bluſh, Grandeur, blaſh?! proud courts, whharaw your 
blaze! 

Ye littte ſtars! bide your diminiſh'd rays. 

B. And what ? no monument, inſcriptivn, Nore ? 
His race, his form, bis name atmoſt unknown? 

Pp. Who builds a church to God, and not to Fame, 
Will never mark the marble with his name; 
Go ſearch it there, where to be born and die, 
Of rich and poor makes all the hiſtory, 
Enough, that Virtue fill'd the ſpace betu een; 
Prov'd by the ends of being, to have been, 
When Hopkins dies, a thouſand lights attend 
The wretch, who Hving ſav'd a candle's end: 
Should'ring God's altar, a vile image ſtands, 
Belies his features; nay, extends his hands: 
That live-long wig, which Gorgon' s ſelf might own, 
Eternal buckle takes in Parian ſtone. | 
Behold what bleſſings wealth to life can lend: 
And ſee, what comfort it affords our end. ä 
In the worſt itrn*s worſt yoom, with mitt half hiing, 
The floors of plaſter, and the valle of dung, 
On once a flock- bed, but repair'd with ftraw, 
With tape- ty d eurtains, never meant to draw, 
The George aud Garter dangling from that bed 
Where tawdry yellow ſtrove with dirty red, 
Great Villers Hes—alas how chang'd from him, 
That life of pleaſure, and that foul of whim! 
Gallant and gay, in Cliveden's proud alcove, 
The bow r of wariton Shrewſbury and love; 


Dr juſt as gay, at council, in a ring 


Of mimic'd ſtateſmen, os their merry kind; 


.No wit to flatter, left of all his ſtore! _ 

No fool to laugh at, which he valu'd more. 
There victor of his health, of fortune, friends, 
And fame, this lord of uſcleſs thouſands ends. 

His Grace's fate ſage Cutler could foreſee, | 
And well (he thought) advis'd him, “ Live like me. 
As well his Grace replied, Like you, Sir John! * 

„That I can do, when all I have is gone.“ 
Reſolve me, Reaſon, which of theſe is worſe, 
Want with a full, or with an empty purſe? 
Thy life more wretched, Cutler, was confeſs'd; 
Ariſe and tell me, was thy death more bleſs d? 
-Cutler ſaw tenants break, and houſes fall, | 
For very want; he could not build a wall. 
His only daughter in a ſtranger's power, 
For very want; he could not pay a dow'ir. 
A few gray hairs his rev rend temples crown'd, 
*T'was * want that ſold them for two eee 
What ev'n deny d a cordial at his end, 

Baniſn'd the doctor, and expell'd the friend? 

What but a want, which you perhaps think mad, 

Let numbers feel, the want of what he had! 
Cutler and Brutus, dying, both exclaim, 
virtue! and wealth! what are ye but a name! 

Say, for ſuch worth are other worlds prepar'd ? 
Or are they both in this their own reward ? 

A knotty point! to which we now proceed. 
But you are tir d— III tell a tale---B, Agreed. 

P. Where London's column, pointing at the ſkies 
Like a tall bully, lifts the head, and lyes; 
There dwelt a.citizen of ſober fame, 1 
A plain good man, and Balaam was his name; 
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Religious, punctual, frugal, and ſo forth; 

His word would paſs for more than he was worth. - 
One ſolid diſh bis week-day meal affords; 

An added pudding ſolemniz d the Lord's: 

Conſtant at church and change; bis gains were cure, 
His givings rare, ſave farthings to the poor. 

The dev'l was pigu'd ſuch ſaintſhip to behold, 
And long'd to tempt him, like good Job of old: 
But Satan now is wiſer than of yore, 

And tempts by making rich, not making poor. 

Rouz'd by the Prince of Air, the whirlwinds ſweep 
The ſurge, and plunge his Father in the deep; 
Then full againſt his Corniſh lands they roar, 
And two rich ſhipwrecks bleſs the lucky ſhore... 

Sir Balaam now, he lives like other folks, 

He takes his chirping piat, and cracks his jokes: 
Live like yourſelf,” was ſoon my lady's word; 
And lo! two puddings ſmoak'd upon the board. 

Aſleep and naked as an Indiaa lay, 

An honeſt,faQor ſtole a gem away; 

He pledg'd it to the knight; the knight had wit, 
So kept the di'mond, and the rogue was bit. 
Some ſeruple roſe, but thus he eas'd his thought, 
I'll now give ſix pence where I gave a groat; 
Where once I went to church I'll now go twice 

c And I'm. fo clear too of all other vice.” | 

The tempter ſaw his time; the work he plyd: 
Stocks and ſubſcriptions pour on ev'ry ſide, 
Till all the daemon makes his full deſcent 
In one abundant ſhow'r of cent. per cent.; 

Sinks deep within him, and poſſeſſes whole; 
Then dubs director, and ſecures his ſoul. 
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Behold Sir Balaum now a man of ſpirit, | 
Aſctides'his'ptttings to his parts und merit; 
What late he call'd a bleſſing, now was wit, 
And God's good providenee, a lucky hit. 
Things change their titles as our manners turn: 
His compting-houſe employ'd the Sunday- morn: 
Seldom ut church (t was fuch a buſy life; ) 

But duly ſent his family and wife. 
There (ſo the devil ordain'd) one Chriſtmas-tide, 
My goot old lady eatch'd a cold, and dy'd. 

A nymph of quality adtnires dur knight ; 
He marries, bows ar coutt, and grows polite : 
Leaves the dull cits, and joins (to pleaſe the fair) 
The well-bred cockotds in St James's air. 
Firſt for his ſon a gay commiſſion buys, | 
Who drinks, whores, fights, and in à duel dies: 
His daughter flaunts a Vifcount's tawdry wife; 
She bears a coronet and px for life, 
In Britain's ſenate he a feat obtains, 
And one more penboner St Stephen: gains. 
My lady falls to play; ſo bad her chance, 
Hie muſt pair ir; takes a bribe from France: 
The houſe impeab him; Coninzſby harungues; 
The cout forſuke him, and Sir Balaam hangs. 
His wealth, yer dearer, forfeit to the crown. 
The devil and the king divide the prize, 
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RicnarD Bore, Earl OF BURLINGTON. 
AR G U M1 E N T. 


Of the Uſe of Rr1cues. 


THE vanity of expence in people of wealth and qua- 
lity. The abuſe of the word affe, ver. 13. That 
the firſt principle and foundation in this, as in every 
thing elſe, is good ſenſe, ver. 40. The chief proof of 
it is to follow Nature, even in works of mere luxury 
and elegance. Inſtances in architecture and garden- 


ing, where all muſt be adapted to the genius and ſe 


of the place, and the beauties not forced into it, but 
reſulting from it, ver. 50. How men are diſappoint- 
ed in their molt expenſive undertakings, for want of 
this true foundation, without which nothing can pleaſe 
loug, if at all; and the beſt examples and rules will 
but be perverted into ſomething burdenſome or ridi- 
culous, ver. 65, &c. to 92. A deſcription of the 
falſe taſte of magnificence ; the firſt grand error of 
which is to imagine, that greatneſs conſiſts in the ſize 
and dimenſion, inſtead of the propertion and harmony 


of the whole, ver. 97.; and the ſecond, either in 
VorL. III. G 
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joining together parts incoherent, or too minutely re. 
_ ſembling, or in the repetition of the ſame too frequent- 
ly, ver. x05, &c. A word or two of falſe taſte in 
books, in muſic, in painting, even in preaching and 
prayer, and, laſtly, in entertainments, ver. 133, &c, 
Yet PROVIDENCE 1s juſtified in giving wealth to 
be ſquandered in this manner, ſince it is diſperſed to 
the poor and laborious part of mankind, ver. 169. 
| [recurring to what is laid down in the firſt book, ep. 
j. and in the epiſtle preceding this, ver. 159, &c.] 
What are the proper objects of magnificence, and a 
proper field for the expence of great men, ver. 17). 
&c.; and, finally, the great and public works 
which become a prince, ver. ror. to the end. 
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T I S ſtrange, the miſer ſhould his cares employ 
To gain thoſe riches he can ne'er enjoy ; 
Is it leſs ſtrange the prodigal ſhould waſte 
His wealth, to purchaſe what he ne'er can taſte ? 
Not ſor himſelf he ſees, or hears, or cats; 
Artiſts mult chuſe his pictures, muſic, meats ; 
He buys for Topham drawings and deſigns, 
For Pembroke ſtatues, dirty gods, and coins; 
Rare monkiſh manuſcripts for Hearne alone, 
And books for Mead, and butterflies for Sloane. 
Think we all theſe are for himſelf ? no more 
Than his fine wife, alas! or finer whore. 
For what has Virro painted, built, and planted ? 
Only ta ſhew how many taſtes he wanted, 
What brought Sir Viſto's ill-got wealth to waſte ? 
Some daemon whiſper'd, © Viſto! have a taſte.* 
Heav'n viſits with a taſte the wealthy fool, 
And needs no rod but Ripley with a rule. 
See! ſportive Fate, to puniſh auk ward pride, 
Bids Bubo build, and ſends him ſuch a guide: 
A ſtanding ſermon at each year's expence, 
That never eoxcomb reach'd magnificence! _ 
You ſhow us, Rome was glorious, not profuſe, 
And pompous buildings once were things of uſe. 
Yet ſhall (my Lord) your juſt, your noble rules 
Fill half the land with imitating fools ; | 
Who random drawings from your ſheets ſhall take, 
And of one beauty many blunders make; 
Load ſome vain church with old theatric ſtate, 
Turn arcs of triumph to a garden-gate ; 
Reverſe your ornaments, and hang them all 
On ſome patch'd dog-hole eck'd with ends of wall; 
G2 | 
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Then clap four ſlices of pilaſter on't, 

That, lac'd with bits of ruſtic, makes a front; 
Shall call the wind through long arcades to roar, 
Proud-to catch cold at a Venetian door ; 
Conſcious they act a true Palladian part, 

And, if they ſtarve, they ſtarve by rules of art. 

Oft have you hinted to your brother peer, 

A certain truth, which many buy too dear: 

Something there is more needful than expence, 

And ſomething previous ev'n to taſte--'tis ſenſe ; 

Good ſenſe, which only is the gift of Heav'n, 

And, though no ſcience, fairly worth the ſeven : 

A light which in yourſclf you muſt perceive; 

Jones and Le Notre have it not to give. | : 
To build, to plant, whatever you intend, 


To rear the column, or the arch to bend, b 
To ſwell the terras, or to ſink the grot; ; 
In all, let Nature never be forgot: 4 
But treat the goddeſs, like a modeſt fair, + 
Nor over- dreſs, nor leave her wholly bare; 
Let not each beauty ev'ry where be ſpy'd, \ 
Where half the {kill is decently to hide. E 
He gains all points, who pleaſingly confounds, 1 
Surpriſes, varies, and conceals the bounds. E 
Conſult the genius of the place in all; 
That tells the waters or to riſe, or fall; 0 
Or helps th' ambitious hill the heav'ns to ſcale, * 
Or ſcoops in circliag theatres the vale; 0¹ 
Calls in the country, catches op' ning glades, Hi 
Joins willing woods, and varies ſhades from ſhades; Fc 


Now breaks, or now directs th' intending lines; 
Paints as you plant, and, as you work, deſigns, W. 
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Still follow ſenſe, of ev'ry art the ſoul; 
Parts anſwering ſhall ſlide into a whole; 
Spontaneous beauties all around advanced 
Start ev n from diffeulty, ſtrike from chan ee; 
Nature ſhall join CT eee 63 
A work to wonder at—-perhaps a SHW. 1104 

Without it, proud Verfailles! thy gon aue; 
And Nero's terraces deſert their walls. 
The vaſt parterres a thouſand hands ſhall e ; 
Lo! Cos HAM comes, and floats them with a lake: 
Or cut wide views through mountains to the plain, 
You'll with your hill or ſhelter'd ſeat agi. 
Ev'n in an ornament itt place remark, 
Nor in an hermitage ſet Dr Clarke. 

Behold Villario's ten years toil complete! 
His quincunx darkens, his eſpaliers meet; 
The wood ſupports the plain, the parts unite, 
And ſtrength of ſhade contends with ſtrength of light; 
A weaving glow the blooming beds diſplay, | 
Bluſhing in bright diverſities of day, | 
With ſilver-quiv'ring rills macander'd o'er--- 
Enjoy them, you! Villario can no more; 
Tir'd of the ſcene parterres and fountains yield, 
He finds at laſt he better likes a field. 

Thro' his young woods how pleas'd Sabinus ſtray d, 
Or ſat delighted in the thick'ning ſhade, 
With annual joy the red'ning ſhoots to greet, 
Or ſee the ſtretching branches long to meet! 
His ſon's fine taſte an op'ner viſta loves, 
Foe to the Dryads of his father's groves; _ 
One boundleſs green, or flouriſh'd carpet views, 
With all the mournful family of yews: 

67 - 


104 MORAL ESSAYS. 35. 


The thriving plants, ignoble broomſticks made, 
Now ſweep thoſe alleys they were born to * 
At Timon's villa let us paſs a day,, It 
| Where all cry out, What ſums are een away l 

So proud, ſo grand; of that ſtupenduous air, 

Soft and Agreeable come never there. 0 

Greatneſs, in Timon, dwells in ſuch a 8 ä 

As brings all Brobdignag before your thought. 

To compaſs this his building is a town, 

His pond an ocean, his parterre a down: 

Who but muſt laugh, the maſter when he ſees, 

A puny inſect, ſhiv'ring at a breeze |! 

Lo, what huge heaps of littleneſs around! 

The whole a labour'd quarry above ground. | | 
Two Cupids ſquirt before : A lake behind 
Improves the keenneſs of the northern wind. =: 
His gardens next your admiration call, | 
On ev'ry ſide you look, behold the wall! 
No pleaſing intricacies interveen, 

No artful wildneſs to perplex the ſcene ; 

Grove nods at grove, each alley has a brother, 
And half the platform juſt reflects the other. 
The ſuffering eye inverted Nature ſees, 

Trees cut to ſtatues, ſtatues thick as trees; 

With berc a fountain never to be play d; 

And there a ſummer-houſe that knows no ſhade : 
Here Amphitrite ſails through myrtle bow'rs: 
There gladiators fight, or die in flow'rs ; 
Unwater'd ſee the drooping ſca-horſe mourn, 
And ſwallows rooſt in Nilus' duſty urn. 
My Lord advances with majeſtic mien, 
Smit with the mighty pleaſure, to be ſeen. ; 
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But ſoft---by regular approach---not yet 
Firſt thro' the length of yon hot terrace ſweat : 
Aud when up ten ſteep flopes you've dragg'd your 
| _ thighs, | 

Juſt at his ſtudy-door he'll bleſs your eyes. 

His ſtudy ! with what authors is it ſtor d? 
In books, not authors, curious is my Lord; 
To all their dated backs he turns you round ; 
Theſe Aldus printed, thoſe Du Sueil bound: 
Lo ſome are vellum, and the reſt as good, 
For all his Lordſhip knows, but they are wood. 
For Locke or Milton 'tis in vain look, 
Theſe ſhelves admit not any modern book. 
And now the chapels filver bell you hear, 
That ſummons you to all the pride of pray'r: 
Light quirks of muſic, broken and uneven, 
Make the foul dance upon a jig to heav'n. 
On painted ceilings you devoutly ſtare, 
Where ſprawl the ſaints of Verrio or Laguerre; 
On gilded clouds in fair expanſion lie, 
And bring all Paradiſe before your eye. 
To reſt the cuſhion and the ſoft dean invite, 
Who never mentions hell to ears police. 

But hark ! the chiming clocks to dinner call ; 
A hundred footſteps ſcrape the marble hall : 
The rich buffet well-colour'd ſerpents grace, 
And gaping Tritons ſpew to waſh your face. 
Is this a dinner ? this a genial room ? 

No, 'tis a temple, and a hecatomb; 

A ſolemn facrifice, perform'd in ſtate; 

You drink by meaſure, and to minutes cat. 
92 4 
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So quick retires each lying courſe, you'd ſwear 
| -  Sancho's dread doctor and his wand were there. 
Between each act the trembling ſalvers ring, 
From ſoup to ſweet - wine, and God bleſs the mae. 
In plenty ſtarving, tantaliz'd in (Rate, : 
And complaiſantly help's to all T hate, 
Treated, careſs'd, and tir'd, I take my leave, 
Sick of his civil 7 10 morn to eve; 
I curſe ſuch laviſh coſt, and little (kill; 
And ſwear no day was eyer paſt ſo ill. 
Yet hence the poor are cloth'd, the hungry fed ; 
Kath to himſelf, and to his infants bread 
The lab'rer bears: What his hard heart are 
His charitable vanity ſupplies. 
Another age ſhall ſee the golden ear 
Imbrown the ſlope, and nod on the parterre, 
Deep harveſts bury all his pride has plann'd; 
And laughing Ceres re- aſſume the land. 
Who then [hall grace, or who improve the ſoil ? 
Who plants like Bathurſt, or who builds like Boyle. 
'Tis uſe alone that ſanctifies expence ; 
And ſplendor borrows all her rays from ſenſe. 
His father's acres who enjoys in peace, 
Or makes his neighbours glad, if he increaſe : | 
Whoſe chearful tenants bleſs their yearly toil, 
' Yet to their lord owe more than to the foil : 
Whoſe ample lands are not aſham'd to feed 
The milky heifer and deſerving ſteed; 
| Whoſe riſing foreſts, not for. pride or ſhow, 
| But future buildings, future navies, grow: 
6 Let his plantations ſtreteh from down to down, 
| - Firſt ſhade a country, and then raiſe a town, 
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Lou too proceed | make falling arts, your care, 
Erect new wonders, and the old repair 
Jones and Palladio to themſelves reſtore ; 

And be whate'er Vitruvius was before: 

Till kings call forth th' ideas of your mind, 
(Proud to accompliſh what ſuch hands deſign'd,) 
Bid harbours open, public ways extend, 

Bid temples, worthier of the God, aſcend ; 

Bid the broad arch the dang” rous flood contain, 
The mole projetet break the roaring main z 

Back to his bounds their ſubject ſea command, 
And roll obedient rivers thro” the land: 

Theſe honours, ,peace to bappy Britain brings, 
Theſe are imperial works, and worthy kings. 
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Mr A D DIS ON. 
O caſioned by his Dialogues on Mevars. 


QUE the wild waſte of all-devouring years ! 
How Rome her own fad ſepulchre appears, 
With nodding arches, broken temples ſpread ! 
The very tombs now vaniſh like their dead! 
Imperial wonders rais'd on nations ſpoil'd, 
Where mix'd with ſlaves the groaning martyr toil'd; 
Huge theatres, that now unpeopled woods, 
No drain'd a diſtant country of her floods: 
Fanes, which admiring gods with pride ſurvey, 
Statues of men, ſcarce leſs alive than they 
Some felt the ſilent ſtroke of mould'ring age, 
Some hoſtile fury, ſome religious rage. 
Barbarian blindneſs, Chriſtian zeal conſpire, 
And papal piety, and Gothic fire. 
Perhaps, by its own ruins ſav'd from flame, 
Some bury'd marble half preſerves a name; 


MORAL ESSAYS. 17. 


That name the learn'd with fierce 1 purſe, 

And give to Titus old Veſpaſian's due. 25 
Ambition ſigh'd: She found it vain to truſt 

The faithleſs column and the erumbling buſt: 


Huge moles, whoſe ſhadow ſtretch'd from ſhore to ſhore, 


Their ruins periſh'd, and their place no more! 

Convinc'd, ſhe now contracts her vaſt deſign, 

And all her triumphs ſhrink into a coin. 

A narrow orb each crouded conqueſt keeps; 

Beneath her Palm here ſad Judea weeps. 

Now ſcantier limits the proud arch confine, 

And ſcarce are ſeen the proſtrate Nile or Rhine; 

A ſmall Euphrates thro' the piece is roll'd, 

And little eagles wave their wings in gold. 
The medal, faithful to its charge of fame, 

Thro' climes and ages bears each form and name: 

In one ſhort view, ſubjected to our eye, 

Gods, emp'rors, heroes, ſages, beauties, lie. 

With ſharpen'd ſight pale antiquaries pore ; 

Th' inſcription value, but the ruſt adore. 

This the blue varniſh, that the green endears, 

he ſacred ruſt of twice ten hundred years! 

To gain Peſcenius one employs his ſchemes, 

One graſps a Cecrops in extatic dreams. 

Poor Vadius, long with learned ſpleen devour'd, 

Can taſte no pleaſure ſince his ſhield was ſcour's : 

And Curio, reſtleſs by the fair-one's ſide, 

Sighs for an Otho, and neglects his bride. 
Their's is the vanity, the learning thine : 


Touch'd by thy hand, again Rome's glories ſhine ; 


Her gods, and god-like heroes riſe to view, 
And all her faded garlands bloom a-new. 
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Nor bluſh, theſe ſtudies thy regard engage ; | 
Theſe pleas'd the fathers of poetic rage! 


The verſe and ſculpture; bore an n en, 
And art reflected images to art. 8 
Oh when ſhall Britain, inn of her — 

Stand emulous of Greek and Roman fame? 

In living medals ſee her wars enroll'd. 

And vanquiſh'd realms. ſupply recording gold ? 2 
Here riſing bold, the patrigt's honeſt face; 
There warriors frowning in biſtoric braſs: 
Then future ages with delight ſhall fee 

How Plato's, Bacon's, Newton ewes 

Or in fair ſeries laurell'd bards be ſhown, 

A Virgil there; and here an Addiſon. - 
Then ſhall thy. Craggs (and let me call him mine) | 
On the caſt ore, another Pollio, ſhine 3 '— 
With aſpect open ſhall erect his head, 
Aud round the orb in laſting notes be read, 

« Stateſman, yet friend to truth l of ſoul ſincere, 

© In action faithful, and in honour clear; | 
Who broke no promiſe, ſerv'd nd private end, 
' © Who gain'd no title, and who loſt no friend; 
Ennobled by himſelf, by all approv'd, 
And prais'd, unenvy'd, by the Muſe he lov'd.” 


Epiſtle to Dr ARBUTHNOT. 


ADVERTISEMENT 
T © 
The firſt Publication of this Epillle 


T HIS paper is a ſort of bill of complaint, begun 
many years ſince, and drawn up by ſaatches, as 
the ſeveral occaſions offered. 1 had no thoughts of pu- 
bliſhing it, till it pleaſed ſome perſons of rank and for- 
tune [the Authors of Verſes to the Imitator of Horace, 
and of an Epiſtle to a Doctor of Divinity, from a Nodle- 
man at Hampton Court] to attack, in a very extraordi- 
nary manner, not only my writings, (of which, being 
public, the public is judge), but my Perſon, Morals, 
and Family, whereof, to thoſe who know me not, a 
truer information may be requiſite. Being divided be- 
_ tween the neceſſity to ſay ſomething of myſe/f, and my 
own lazineſs to undertake fo aukward a taſk, I thought 
it the ſhorteſt way to put the laſt hand to this Epiſtle, 
If it have any thing pleaſing, it will be that by which 
I am moſt deſirous to pleaſe, the Truth and the Senti- 
ment; and if any thing offenſive, it will be only to 
thoſe I am leaſt ſorry to offend, the vicious or the un- 
generous. 

Many will know their own pictures in it, there be- 
ing not a circumſtance but what is true; but I have, 
for the moſt part, ſpared their Names ; and they may 
eſcape being laughed at, if they pleaſe, 
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I Would have ſome of them know, it was owing to 
the requeſt of the learned and candid Friend to whom 
it is inſcribed, that I make not as free uſe of theirs as 
they have done of mine. However, I ſhall have this 
advantage and honour on my ſide, that whereas, by 
their proceeding, any abuſe may be directed at any 
man, no injury can poſſibly be done by mine, ſince a 
nameleſs Character can never be found out, but by its 
truth and likencſs. | 
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The dog-ſtar rages ! nay, tis paſt a doubt, 


All Bedlam, or Parnaſſus, is let out: 
Fire in each eye, and papers in each hand, 


They rave, recite, and madden round the land. 


What walls can guard me, or what ſhades can hide ? 
They pierce my thickets, thro' my grot they glide 
By land, by water, they renew the charge, 

They ſtop the chariot, and they board the barge. 


No place is ſacred, not the church is free, 


Ev'n Sunday ſhines no Sabbath-day to me : 
Then from the mint walks forth the man of rhyme, 


Happy! to catch me, juſt at dinner-time, 
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Is there a parſon, much be-mus'd in beer, 
A maudlin pocteſs, a rhyming peer, | 
A clerk foredoom'd his father's ſoul to croſs, 
Who pens a ſtanza, when he ſhould engroſs ? 
Is there, who, lock'd ſrom ink and paper, fcrawls 


With deſp'rate charcoal round his darken'd walls? 


All fly to Twit'nam, and in humble ſtrain 
Apply to me, to keep them mad or vain. 
Arthur, whoſe giddy ſon neglects the Jaws, 
Imputes to me and my damn'd works the cauſe : 
Poor Cornus ſees his frantic wife elope, 

And curſes wit, ard poctry, and Pope, 

Friend to my liſe! (which did not you prolong, 
The world had wanted many an idle ſong) 
What drop or naſirum can this plague remove? 

Or which muſt end me, a fool's wrath or love: 
A dire dilemma ! either way I'm ſped : 

If foes, they write, if friends; they read me dead. 
Siez d and tied down to judge, how wre:ched 1! 
Who can't be ſilent, and whio will not lye : 

To laugh, were want of goodneſs and of grace, 
And to be gtave exceeds all pow'r of face. 

I ſit with fad civility, I read 

With honeſt anguith and an aching head; 

And dropt at laſt, but in unwilling ears, 

This faving counſel, © Keep your piece nine years.“ 

Nine years | cries he, who high in Drury-lane, 
I. ull'd by ſoft Zepbyrs thro' the broken pane, 
Rhymes ere he wakes, and prints before rem ends, 
Oblig'd by hunger and requeſt of friends: 
© The piece, you think, is incorrect? why take it; 


m all ſubmiſſion, what you'd have it, make it; 


TO THE SATIRES. . wy 


Three things another's modeſt wiſhes bound, 
My friendſhip, and a prologue, and ten pound. | 2 
Pitholeon ſends to me: © You know his Grace, 
I want a patron; aſk him for a place.” 
Pitholeon libell'd me- but here's a letter 
© Informs you, Sir, *twas when he knew no better. 
© Dare you refuſe him, Curl invites to dine? 
© He'll write a journal, or hel turn divine.“ 
Bleſs me ! a packet *Tis a ſtranger ſues, - 
A virgin tragedy, an orphan Mule.” | 1 
If 1 diſlike it, Furies, death and rage!“ 9 
If I approve, * Commend it to the ſtage,” "pi 
There (thank my ſtars) my whole commiſſion ends, 
The players and J are, luckily, no friends. 
Fir'd that the houſe reject - him, Sdeath 1'lI print it, 
And ſhame the fools-—Your int'reſt, Sir, with Lintot.” 
Lintot, dull rogue! will think your price too much: 
Not, Sir, if you reviſe it, and retouch.“ 
All my demurs but double his attacks ; 
At laſt he whiſpers, * Do, and we go ſnacks. 
Glad of a quarrel, ſtrait 1 clap the door, 
Sir, let me ſee your works and you no more. WM 
'Tis ſung, when Midas ears began to ſpring, © 
(Midas, a facred perſon and a king), 6 
His very miniſter, who ſpy'd them firſt, 
(Some fay his queen) was forc'd to ſpeak, or burſt, 
And is not mite, my friend, a ſorer caſe, 
When every coxcomb perks them in my face ? 3 
A. Good friend forbear! you deal in dang'rous things; 
I'd never name queens, miniſters, or kings: 
Keep cloſe to ears, and thoſe let aſſes prick ; 
'Tis nothing -P. Nothing? if they bite and kick ? 
Vor, III, | H 
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Out with it DUNc1AD ! let the ſecret paſs, 

That ſecret to each fool, that he's an aſs : 

The truth once told, (and wherefore ſhould we lic ?) 

The queen of Midas ſlept, and ſo may I. - 
You think this cruel ? take it for a rule, 

No creature ſmarts ſo little as a fool. 

Let peals of laughter, Codrus ! round thee break, 

Thou unconcern'd canſt hear the mighty crack: 

Vit, box, and gall'ry in convulſions hurl'd, 

Thou ſtandſt unſhook amidſt a burſting world. 

Who ſhames a ſeribler? break one cobweb thro), 

He ſpins the flight, ſclf-pleafing thread a-new : 

Deſtroy his fib or ſophiſtry, in vain, 

The creatures at his dirty work again, 

Thron'd on the centre of his thin deſigns, 

Proud of a vaſt extent of flimzy lines! 

Whom have I hurt? has poet yet, or peer, 

Loſt the arch'd eye-brow, or Parnaſſian ſneer: 

And has not Colly ſtill his lord, and whore? 

His butchers Henly, his free-maſons Moor ? 

Does not one table Bavius ſtill admit? 

Still to one biſhop Philip ſeem a wit ? 

Still Sappho—A. Hold; for God-ſake-—you'll offend, 

No names---be u prudence of a friend: 

I too could write, and I am twice as tall; 

But foes like theſe---P. One flatt'rer's worſe than all. 

Of all mad creatures, if the learn'd are right, 

It is the ſlaver kills, and not the bite. 

A fool quite angry is quite innocent: 

Alas ! *tis ten times worſe when they repent. 
One dedicates in high heroic proſe, 

And ridicules beyond a hundred foes : 
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One from all Grubſtreet will my fame defend, 

And more abuſive, call himſelf my friend. rk | 
This prints my letters, that expects a bribe, 

And others roar aloud, © Subſcribe, ſubſcribe.” ,, 

There are, who to my perſon pay their court: 
I cough like Horace, and, tho lean, am ſhort. -. 
Ammon's great ſon one ſhouider had too high; | 
Such Ovid's noſe, and, Sir! you have an eye; 
Go on, obliging creatures, make me ſce 
All that diſgrac'd my betters, met in me. 

Say for my comfort, languiſhing in bed, 

© Juſt ſo immortal Maro held his head. 
And when I die, be ſure to let me know 
Great Homer dy'd three thouſand years ago. 

Why did I write ? what ſin to me unknown. 

Dipt me in ink, my parents, or my own ? 

As yet a child, nor yet a fool to fame, 

J liſp'd in numbers, for the numbers came. 

I left no calling for this idle trade, 

No duty broke, no father diſobey d. 

The Muſe but ſerv'd to eaſe ſome friend, not wiſe, 
To help me thro' this long diſcaſe, my life, 

To ſecond, ARBUTHNOT | thy art and care, 
And teach the being you preſerv'd, to bear. 

A. But why then publiſh ? P. Granville the polite, 
And knowing Walſo, would tell me I could write; 
Well-natur'd Garth inflam'd with early praiſe; | 
And Congreve lov'd, and Swift endur'd my lays; 
The courtly Talbot, Somers, Sheffield, read, 

 Ev'n mitred Rocheſter would nod the head; 
And St John's ſelf (great Dryden's friend before) 
With open arms receiv'd one poet more, 
Hz 
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Happy my ſtudies, when by theſe approv'd ! 
Happier their author, when by theſe belov'd! 
From theſe the world will judge of men and books, 
Not from the Burnets, Oldmixons, and Cooks, 

Soft were my numbers; who could take offence, 
While pure deſcription held the place of ſenſe ? 
Like gentle Fanny's was my flow'ry theme, 
A painted miſtreſs, or a purling ſtream. 
Yet then did Gi/don draw his venal quill ; 
I wiſh'd the man a dinner, and fate ſtill. 
Yet then did Dennis rave in furious fret: 
I never anſwer'd, I was not in debt. 
If want provok'd, or madneſs made them print; 
I wag'd no war with Bedlam or the Mint. 

Did ſome more ſober critic come abroad; 
If wrong, I ſmil'd; if right, I kiſs'd the rod. 
Pains, reading, ſtudy, are their juſt pretenec, 
And all they want, is fpirit, taſte, and ſenſe. 
Comma's and points they ſet exactly right, 
And *twere a ſin to rob them of their mite. 
Yet neꝰ er one ſprig of laurel grac'd theſe ribalds, 
From ſlaſhiag Bentley down to pidling Tibalds. 
Each wight, who reads not, and but ſcans and ſpells, 
Each word-cateher, that lives on ſyllables, 
Ev'n fuch ſmall critics ſome regard may claim, 
Preſerv'd in Milton's or in Shakeſpcar's name. 
Pretty! in amber to obferye'the forms 
Of hairs; or ſtra xs, or ditt, or grubs, or worms! 
The things we know, are ncither rich nor rare; 
But wonder how the devil they got there. 

Were others angry: I excus'd them too; 
Well might they rage, I gave them but their due. 
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A man's true merit tis not hard to find . 

But each man's ſecret ſtandard in bis mind, 
That caſting-weight pride adds tg emptineſs, 
This, who can.gratify ? for who can gueſs ? 
The bard whom pilfer'd paſtorals renown, 
Who turns a Perſian tale for half a crown, 
Juſt writes to make his barrenneis appear, 


And ſtrains from hard-: bound brains, eight lines a-year 


He, who ſtill wanting, tho' he lives on theft, 
Steals much, ſpends little, yet has nothing leſt: 
And he, who now to ſenſe, now nonſenſe leaning, 
Means not, but blunders round about a meaning: 
And he, whoſe fuſtian's ſo ſublimely bad, 

It is nat poetry, but proſe run mad: | 

All theſe my modeſt ſatire bad-tranſlate, 

And own'd that nine ſuch pocts made a Tate. 

How did they fume, and ſtamp, and roar, and chafe ! 
And ſwear, not ApDDi$0N himſelf was ſafe. 

Peace to all ſych ! but were there one whoſe fires 
True Genius kindles, and fair Fame inſpires; 
Bleſt with each talent and each art to pleaſe, 

And born to write, converſe, and live with caſe : 
Should ſuch a man, too fond to rule alone, 
Bear, like the Turk, no brother near the thrane, 
View him with ſcornful, yet with jealous eyes, 
And hate for arts that caus'd himſelf to riſe ; 
Danin with faint praiſe, aſſent with civil leer, 
And without ſneering, teach the reſt to ſneer: 
Willing to wound, and yet afraid to ſtrike ; 
Juſt hint a fault, and heſitate diſlike : 
Alike reſerv'd to blame, or to commend; 
A tim'rous foe, and a ſuſpicious friend; 

| H ; 
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Dreading ev'n fools, by flatterers belieg'd ; 
And ſo obliging, that he ne'er oblig'd: 
Like Cato, give his little ſenate laws, 
And fit attentive to his own applauſe ; 
While wits and templars ev'ry ſentence raiſe, 
And wonder with a fooliſh face of praiſe 
Who but muſt laugh, if ſuch a man there be? 
Who would not weep, if Ar TI cus were he! 
What tho* my name ſtood rubric on the walls, 

Or plaſter'd poſts, with claps, in capitals ? 
Or ſmoaking forth, a hundred hawkers load, 
On wings of wind came flying all abroad ? 

I ſought no homage from the race that write; 
I kept, like Aſian monarchs, from their ſight ; 
Poems I heeded (now be-rhym'd ſo long) 

No more than thou, grout GEORGE! a birth-day 

ſong. 

ne'er with wits or witlings paſs'd my days, 
To ſpread about the itch of verſe and praiſe ; 
Nor like a puppy, daggl'd through the town, 
To fetch and carry ſing-fong up and down; 
Nor at rehearſals ſweat, and mouth'd, and cry'd, 
With handkerchief and orange at my fide ; 
But ſick of fops, and poetry, and prate, 

To Bufo left the whole Caſtalian ſtate. 

Proud as Apollo on his forked hill, 

Sat full-blown Bufo, puff*d by ev'ry quill ; 
Fed with ſoft dedication all day long, 

Horace and he went hand and hand in fong. 
His library, (where buſts of poets dead 
And a true Pindar flood without a head), 
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Receiv'd of wits an odiſtioguiſh d race, 
Who firſt his judgment aſk'd, and then a place: 
Much they extoll'd his pictures, much his ſeat, 
And flatter'd ev'ry day, and ſome days eat: 
Till grown more frugal in his riper days, 
He paid ſome bards with port, and ſome with praiſe: : 
To ſome a dry rehearfal was aſſign'd; 
And others (harder ſtill) he paid in kind. 
Dryden alone (what wonder?) came not nigh, 
Dryden alone eſcap'd this judging eye: 
But (till the great have kindneſs in reſerve ; 
He help'd to bury whom he help'd to ſtarve. 
May ſome choice patron bleſs each gray gooſe-quil! 
May ev'ry Bavius have his Bufo till! 
So when a ſtateſman wants a day's defence, 
Or Envy holds a whole week's war with Senſe, 
Or ſimple Pride for flatt'ry makes demands, 
May dunce by dunce be whiſtled off my hands! 
Bleſs'd be the great ! for thoſe they take away, 
And thoſe they left me, for they left me Gar; 
Left me to ſee neglected genius bloom, 
Neglected die, and tell it on his tomb: 
Of all thy blameleſs life the ſole return, 
My verſe, and Qu EENSB'R Y weeping o'er thy urn! 
Oh let me live my oun, and die ſo too ! 
(To live and die is all I have to do :) 
Maintain a poet's dignity and eaſe, 
And ſee what friends, and read what books I pleaſe : 
Above a patron, though I condeſcend 
Sometimes to call a miniſter my friend. 
was not born for courts or great affairs; 
pay my debts, believe, and ſay my pray'rs; 
H 4 
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Can ſleep without a poem in my head, 

Nor know if Dennis be alive or dead., | 
Why am 1 aſk'd what next ſhall ſee the light? 

Heav'ns! was I born for nothing but to write? 

Has life no joys for me? or (to be grave) 

Have I no friend to ſerve, no ſoul to ſave ? 

© I found him cloſe with Swift. Indeed? no doubt 

© (Cries pratling Balbus) ſomething will come doubt. 

"Tis all in vain, deny it as I will. 

No, ſuch a genius neyer can lic till ;* 

And then for mine obligingly miſtakes 

The firſt lampoon Sir Vill. or Bubo makes. 

Poor guiltlefs 1! and can I chuſe but ſmile, 

When ev'ry coxcomb knows me by my /tyle ? 
Curſs'd be the verſe, how well foc'er it flow, 

That tends to make one worthy man my foe, 

Give virtue fcandal, innocence a fear, 

Or from the ſoſt-ey d virgin ſteal a tear! 

But he who hurts a harmleſs neighbour's peace, 

Inſults fallen worth, or beauty in diſtreſs, 

Who loves a lye, lame Slander helps about, 

Who writes a libel, or who copies out: 

That fop, whoſe pride affects a patron's name, 

Yet abſent wounds an author's honeſt fame ; 

Who can your merit ſe/fiſhly approve, 

And ſhow the ſenſe of it without the /ove ; 

Who has the vanity to call you friend, 

Yet wants the honour, injur'd, to defend: 

Who tells whate'er you think, whate' er you ſay, 

And, if he lye not, muſt at leaſt betray : 

Who to the Dean and ſilver bell can ſwear, 

And fees at Cannons what was never there; 


- 
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Who reads, but with a luſt to miſapply, 
Make fatire a lampoon, and fiction lye. 
A laſh like mine no honeſt man ſhall dread, 
But all ſuch babbling blockheads in his ſtead. 
Let Sporus tremble.— A, What ? that thing of (lk, 
Sporus, that mere white curd of aſs's milk? 
Satire or ſenſe, alas! can Sporus feel? 
Who breaks a butterfly upon a wheel? 
P. Yet let me flap this bug with gilded wings, 
This painted child of dirt, that ſtinks and ſtings; 
Whoſe buzz the witty aud the fair anNOYS, 
Yet wit ne'er taſtes, and beauty ne'er enjoys : 
So well-bred ſpaniels civilly delight 
In mumbling of the game they dare not bite. 
Eternal ſmiles his emptineſs betray, 
As ſhallow ſtreams run dimpling all the way. 
Whether in ſſorid impotence he ſpeaks, 
And, as the prompter breathes, the puppet ſqueaks; 
Or at the ear of Eve, familiar toad! 8 
Half froth, half venom, ſpits himſelf abroad, 
In puns, or politics, or tales, or lies, 
Or ſpite, or ſmut, or rhymes, or blaſphemies, 
His wit all ſce-ſaw, between -that and this, 
Now high, now low, now maſter up, now miſs, 5 
And he himſelf one vile Antitheſis. ; 
Amphibious thing! that, acting either part, 
The trifling head, or the corrupted heart, 
Fop at the toilet, flatt'rer at the board; 
Now trips a lady, and now ſtruts a lord. 
Eve's tempter thus the Rabbins have expreſs'd, 


A Cherub's face, a reptile all the reſt, 
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Beauty that ſhocks you, parts that none will truſt, 

Wit that can creep, and pride that licks the duſt. 
Not Fortune's worſhipper, nor Faſhion's fool, 

Not Lucre's madman, nor Ambition's tool, 

Not proud, nor ſervile: Be one poet's praiſe, 

That, if he pleas'd, he pleas'd, by many ways: 

That flatt'ry, ev'n to kings, he held a ſhame, 

And thought a lye in verſe or profe the ſame : 

That not in Fancy's maze he wander'd long; 

But ſtoop'd to truth, and moraliz'd his ſong: 

That not for Fame, but Virtue's better end, 

He ſtood the furious foe, the timid friend, 

The damning critic, half approving wit, 

The coxcomb hit, or fearing to be hit; 

Laugh'd at the lofs of friends he never had, 

The dull, the proud, the wicked, and the mad ; 

The diſtant threats of vengeance on his head, 

The blow unfelt, the tear he never ſhed; 

The tale reviv'd, the lye fo oft o'erthrown, 

Th' imputed traſh, and dulneſs not his own; 

The morals blacken'd when the writings ſcape, 

The libel'd perſon, and the pictur'd ſhape ; 

Abuſe on all he lov'd, or lov'd him, ſpread, 

A friend in exile, or a father dead; 

The whiſper, that to greatneſs (till too near, | 

Perhaps, yet vibrates on his Sov'REIGN's car--- 

Welcome for thee, fair Virtue ! all the paſt : 

For thee, fair Virtue! welcome ev'n the /a/t / 
A. But why inſult the poor, affront the great ? 

P. A knave's a knave, to me, in ev'ry ſtate ; 

Alike my ſcorn, if he ſucceed or fail ; 

Sporus at court, or Japhet in a jail ; 


TO THE SATIRES. 36 123 


A hireling ſcribler, or a hireling peer ; 
Knight of the poſt corrupt, or of the ſhire ; 
If on a-pillory, or near a throne, 

He gains his prince's ear, or loſe his own. 

Yet ſoft by nature, more a dupe than wit, 
Sappho can tell you how this man was bit: 
This dreaded fat*riſt Dennis will confeſs 
Foe to his pride, but friend to his diſtreſs : 

So humble, he has knock'd at Tibbald's door, 
Has drunk with Cibber, nay, has rhym'd for Moor. 
Full ten years ſlander'd, did he once reply? 
Three thouſand ſuns went down on PVelſted's lye. 
To pleaſe a miſtreſs one aſpers'd his life ; 

He laſh'd him not, but let her be his wife : 

Let Budgel charge low Grubſtreet on his quill, 
And write whate'er he pleas'd, except his will; 
Let the two Curls of town and court abuſe 
His father, mother, body, ſoul, and muſe : 

Yet why ? that father held it for a rule, 

It was a ſin to call our neighbour fool: 

That harmleſs mother thought no wife a whore: 
Hear this, and ſpare his family, James Moore / 
Unſpotted names, and memorable long ! 

If there be force in virtue, or in ſong. 

Of gentle blood (part ſhed in honour's cauſe, 
While yet in Britain honour had applauſe), 

Each parent fprung---A. What fortune, pray ?---P. 
Their own ; | 

And better got, than Beſlia's from the throne. 

Born to no pride, inheriting no ſtrife, 

Nor marrying Diſcord in a noble wife, 
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Stranger to civil and religious rage, 

The good man walk d innoxiaus through his age. 

No coutts he ſaw, no ſuits would ever try, 

Nor dar'd an oath, nor hazarded a lye. 

Unlearn'd, he knew no ſchoolman's ſubtile art, 

No language, but the language of the heart. 

By nature honeſt, by experience wife, 

Healthy by temp'rance and by exerciſe ; 

His life, though long, to ſickneſs paſt unknown; 

His death was inſtapt and without a groan. 

O grant me, thus to live, and thus to die 

Who ſprung from kings ſhall know leis joy than 1. 
O friend! may each domeſtic hleſs be thine ! 

Be no unpleaſing melancholy mine: 

Mie, let the tender office long engage, 

To rock the cradle of repoling age; 

With lenient arts extend a mother's breath, 

Make languor ſmile, and ſmooth the bed of death; 
Explore the thought, explain the aſking eye; 
And keep a while one parent from the ſky ! 

On cares like theſe if length of days attend, 
May heay'n, to bleſs thoſe days, preſerve my friend, 
Preſerve him ſocial, chearful, and ſerene, 

And juſt as rich as when he ſerv'd a QUE EN. 

A. Whether that bleſſing be deny'd or giv'n, 
Thus far was right, the reſt belongs to Heav'n. 
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IMNITATTED. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


PHE os occaſion of publiſhing theſe Imitations was the 

clamour rais'd on ſome of my Epiſtles, An an- 
ſwer from Horace was both more full, and of more 
dignity, than any I could have made in my own per- 
ſon ; and the example of much greater freedoin in ſo 


eminent a divine as Dr Donne, ſeemed a proof with 


what indignation and contempt a Chriſtian may treat 
vice or folly, in ever fo low, or ever ſo high a ſtation. 
Both theſe authors were acceptable to the Princes and 
Miniſters under whom they lived. The Satires of Dr 
Donne I verſified, at the deſire of the Earl of Oxford 
while he was Lord Treaſurer, and of the Duke of 
of Shrewſbury, who had been Secretary of State; nei- 
ther of whom looked upon a ſatire on vicious courts 
as any reflection on thoſe they ſerved in. And indeed 
there is not in the world a greater error, than that 
which fools are ſo apt to fall into, and knaves, with 
good reaſon, to encourage the miſtaking a Satiriſt, for 
a Libeller ; whereas, to a true Satiriſt nothing is ſo o- 
dious as a Libeller, for the ſame reaſon as, to a man 
truly virtuous, nothing is ſo hateful as a Hypocrite, 


Uni aequus Virtuti atque ejus Amicis. P. 
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To Mr FORT ESC UE. 


THERE are, ( ſcarce can think it, but am told). 


There are, to whom my Satire ſeems too bold: 
Scarce to wiſe Peter 'complaifant enough; 
And ſomething ſaid of Chartres much too rough. 
The lines are weak, another's pleas'd to fay, 
Lord Fanny ſpins a thouſand ſuch a day. 
Tim'rous by nature, -of the rich in awe, 
come to counſel learned in the law: 
You'll give me, like a friend both ſage and free, 
Advice; and (as you uſe} without a fee. 
F. I'd write no more. 
P. Not write? but then I think; 
And for my ſoul I cannot fleep a wink. 
I nod in company, I wake at night; 
Fools ruſh into my head, and fo I write. 
F. You-could not do a worſe thing for your - life 
Why, if the nights ſeem tedious take a wife: 
Or rather truly, if your point be reſt, 
Lettuce and cowllip-wine ; Probatum eſt, 
But talk with Celſus, Celſus will adviſe 
Hartſhorn, or ſomething that ſhall cloſe your eyes. 
Or, if you needs muſt write, write Caeſar's praiſe 3 
| You'll gain at leaſt a dts" or the Buys, 
Vor. III. 
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P. WI at? like Sir * rambling, rough, and 


” fierce, 


With Arms, and 1 and Bnunswick 


| crowd the verſe, 
Rend with tremendous ſound your ears aſunder, 


With gun, drum, trumpet, blunderbuſs, and thunder? 


Or nobly wild, with Budgel's fire and force, 
Paint angels trembling round his falling horſe ? 
F. Then all your Muſe's fofter art diſplay; 

Let CAROLINA ſmooth the tuneſul lay; 
Lull with Au ELI A's liquid name the Nine; 
And ſweetly flow thro” all the Royal Line. 

P. Alas! few verſes touch their nicer ear; 
They ſcarce can bear their Laurcate twice a year: 
And juſily Caeſar ſeorns the puet's lays; 

It is to Hiſtory he truſts for praiſe. 

F. Better be Cibber, PII maintain it ſtill; 
'Than ridicule all taſte, blaſpheme quadrille, 
Abuſe the city's beſt good men in metre, 
And laugh at peers that put their trait in Peter. 
_ Ev'n thoſe you touch not, hate you. 

P. What ſhould ail them ? 

F. A hundred ſmart in Timon and in Balaam : 
The fewer ſtill you name, you wound the more: 
Bond is but one, but Harpax is a ſcore. 

P. Each mortal has his, pleaſure None deny 
Scarſdale his bottle, Darty his ham-pye ; 
Ridotta ſips and dances, till ſhe ſee 
'The doubling luſtres dance as faſt as ſhe ; 

V---- loyes the ſenate, Hockley-hole his brother, 


Like in all elſe, as one egg to another. 
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ind T'love to pour out all myſelf, as plain 10 
As downright Shippen, or as old Montagne 
Ck ln them, as certain to be lov'd as ſeen; | | 


The ſoul ſtood forth, nor kept a thought within: 
In me what ſpots (for ſpots I have) appear, 
er? Will prove. at leaſt the medium muſt be clear. 

In this impartial glaſs,, my Muſe intends | 

Fair to expoſe myſelf, my foes, my friends; 
Publiſh the preſent age; but where my text - 
Is vice too high, reſerve it ſor the net: 
My foes ſhall with my life a longer date, * 
And ev'ry friend the leſs lament my fate. 17 | E 
My head and heart thus flowing thro' my quill, , ih 
Verſe-man or proſe-man, term me which you will, 488 
Papiſt or proteſtant, or both between, 
Like good Eraſmus in an honeſt mean; 5 
In moderation placing all my glory, | 33 
While Tories call me Whig, and Whigs a Tory. 5 
Satire's my weapon, but I'm too diſcreet 1 
To run a-muck, and tilt at all I meet; 
I only wear it in a land of Hedtors, AI- | 
Thieves, ſupercargoes, ſharpers, and directors. 170 Wy. 
Save but our army ] and let Jove incruſt 5 ' 
Swords, pikes, and guns, with everlaſting-ruſt ! 
Peace is my dear delight---not Fleury's more: 
But touch me, and no miniſter ſo ſore. 
Whoe'er offends, at ſome uolucky time 
Slides into verſe, and hitches in a rhyme, 
Sacred to ridicule his whole life long, 
And the ſad burthen of ſome merry ſong. 

| Slander or poiſon dread from Delia's rage; 
Hard' words or hanging, if your judge be Page: | 

| Iz. 
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From furious Sappho ſcaroe a milder fate, 
P-x'd by her love, or libell'd by her hate. 
Its proper powir to hurt, each creature feels; 
Bulls aim their horus, and wffes lift their heels; 
»Tis a bear's talent not to kick, but hug; | 
And no man wonders he's not ſtung by pug. 
So drink with Walters, or with Chartres eat, 
They'll never poiſon you, they'll only cheat. | 
Then, learned Sir! (to cut the matter ſhort) 
Whate'er my fate, or well or ill at court; 
Whether old age, with faint but chearful ray, 
Attends to gild the evening of my day, | 
-Or death's black wing already be diſplay'd, | 
To wrap me in the univerſal ſhade; 
Whether the darken'd room to muſe invite, | 
Or whiten'd wall provoke the ſkew'r to write: | 
In durance, exile, Bedlam, or the Mint, | 
Like Lee or Budgell, I will rhyme and print. 
F. Alas young man! your days can ne'er be long, 
In flow'r of age you periſn for a ſony ! 
Plums and directors, Shy lock and his wife, 
Will club their teſters, now, to take your life! 
P. What? arm'd for virtue when I point the pen, | 
Brand the bold front of ſhameleſs guilty men; | 
Daſh the proud gameſter in his gilded car; 
Bare the mean heart that lurks beneath a S/ar ; | 
Can there be wanting, to defend her cauſe, 
Lights of the church, or guardians of the laws? 
. Could penſion'd Boileau laſh in honeſt ſtrain 
Flatt'rers and bigots ey'n in Louis“ reign? | 
Could laureat Dryden Pimp and Fry'r engage, 
Tet neither Charles nor James be in a rage? 
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And I not ſtrip the gilding n Vilare, 1 
Unplac'd, unpenſion'd, no man's heir, or ſlave? : "y e 

J will, or periſh in the sen tous cauſe”: W 
Hear this, and tremble !'you who 'ſcape the laue. 
Yes, while I live, no rich or noble knaovre 
Shall walk the world, in credit, to his grave. | 
To VIRTUE ONLY and HER FRIENDSa FRIEND, 
The world beſide may murmur, or commend. _ 
Know, all the diſtant din that world can keep, 
Rolls o'er my grotto, and but ſooths my ſleep. 
There, my retreat the beſt companions grace, 
Chiefs ont of war, and (ſtateſmen out of place. 
There St Jo HN mingles with my friendly bowl 
The feaſt of reaſon and the flow of ſoul : 
And he, whoſe lightning pierc'd th' Iberian lines, 
Now forms my quincunx, and now ranks my vines; 
Or tames the genius of the ſtubborn plain, 
Almoſt as quickly as he conquer'd Spain. 

Envy muſt own, I live among the great, 

No pimp of pleaſure, and no ſpy of ſtate ; 
With eyes that pry not, tongue that ne'er repeats, 
Fond to ſpread friendſhips, but to cover heats ; 
To help who want, to forward who excell; 
This, all who know me, know ; who love me, tell ; 
And who unknown defame me, let them be, 
Seriblers or peers, alike are Mob to me. 
This is my plea, on this I reſt my cauſe--- 
What ſaith my counſel, learned in the laws! 

F. Your plea is good; but till I ſay, beware: 
Laws are explain'd by men- ſo have a care. 
It ſtands on record, that in Richard's times 
A man was hang'd for very honeſt rhymes ;- 
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Conſult the ſtatute, guari. I think, it is, 
Edward; ſext. or prim. et quint. Eliz. 

See Libels, Satires--here you have it read. 

P. Libels and Satires { lawleſs things indeed! 
But grave Epiſtles, bringing. vice to light, 
Such as a king might read, a biſhop write, 
Such as Sir ROBERT would approve--- 
F. Indeed ? 

The caſe is alter d you may then proceed: 
In ſuch a cauſe the plaintiff will be hiſs'd, 


My Lords the judges laugh; and you're diſmiſs d 
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To Mr BETHEL. 


W HAT, and how great, the virtue and the art 
To live on little with a chearful heart ; 

{A doctrine ſage, but truly none of mine) | 

Let's talk, my friends, but talk before we dine. 

Not when a gilt buffet's reflected pride 

Turns you from ſound philoſophy aſide: 

Not when from plate to plate your eycbails roll, 

And the brain dances to the mantling bowl. 

Hear Bethel's ſermon, not one vers'd in ſchools, 

But ſtrong in ſenſe, and wiſe without the rules. 

Go work, hunt, exerciſe! (he thus began) 

Then ſcorn a homely dinner, if you can, 

Your wine lock'd up, your butler ſtroll d abroad, 


Or fiſh deny'd, (the river yet unthaw d), 
14 
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If then plain bread and milk will do the feat, 
The pleaſure lies in you, and not the meat. 
Preach as I pleaſe, I doubt our curious men 
Will chuſe a pheaſant ſtill before a hen; 
Yet hens of Guinea full as good I hold, 
Except you eat the feathers green and gold. 
Of carps and mullets why prefer the great, 
(Tho' cut in pieces ere my Lord can eat;) 
Yet for ſmall turbots ſuch eſteem profeſs ? 
Becauſe God made theſe large, the other leſs. 
Oldfield, with more than harpy throat endu'd, 
Cries ©* Send me, Gods! a whole hog barbecu'd ! 
Oh blaſt it, fouth-winds ! till a ſtench exhale 
* Rank as the ripeneſs of a rabbit's tail.” 
By what criterion do you eat, d'ye think, 
If this is priz'd for ſweetneſs, that for ſtink ? 
When the tir'd glutton labours through a treat, 
He finds no reliſh in the ſweeteſt meat; 
He calls for ſomething bitter, ſomething ſour ; 
And the rich feaſt concludes extremely poor. 
Cheap eggs, and herbs, and olives till we ſee ; 
Thus much is left of old ſimplicity ! 
The Robin-red-breaſt till, of late; had reſt, 
And children ſacred held a Martin's neſt ; 
Till Becca-ficos ſold fo dev'liſh dear 
To one that was, or would have been, a peer. 
Let me extol a cat, on oiſters fed, 
I'll have a party at the Bedford-head ; x 
Or ev'n to crack live crowfiſh recommend ; 
I'd never doubt at court to make a friend. 
Tis yet in vain, I own, to keep a pother 
About one vice, and fall into the other: 
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| Between exceſs and famine lies a mean; 
plain, but not ſordid ; though not ſplendid, clean. 
Avidien, or his wife (no matter which, . 
For him you'll call a dog, and her a bitch); 
Sell their preſented partridges and fruits, 
And humbly live on rabbits and on roots: 
One half-pint bottle ſerves them both to dine, 
And is at once their vinegar and wine. 
but on ſome lucky day, (as when they found 
A loſt bank-bill, pr heard their ſon was drown'd 3 
At ſuch a feaſt, old vinegar to ſpare, 
Is what two ſouls, ſo gen'rous! cannot bear: 
Oil, though it ſtink, they drop by drop impart; 
But ſowſe the cabage with a bounteous heart. 
He knows to live who keeps the middle ſtate, 
And neither leans on this ſide, nor on that; 
Nor ſtops, for one bad cork, his butler's pay; 
Swears, like Albutius, a good cook away; 
Nor lets, like Naevius, ev'ry error paſs, 
The muſty wine, foul cloth, or greaſy glaſs. 

Now hear what bleſſings Temperance can bring, 
(Thus ſaid our friend, and what he ſaid 1 fing). 
Firſt health : The ſtomach (cramm'd from ev'ry diſh, 
A tomb of hoil'd and roaſt, and fleſh and fiſn, 
Where bile, and wind, and phlegm, and acid jar, 
And all the man is one inteſtine war); 
Remembers oft the ſchool-boy's ſimple fair, 

The temp'rate ſleeps, and ſpirits light as air. 

How pale each worſhipful and rev'rend gueſt 
Riſe from a clergy, or a city fealt ! 

What life in all that ample body, ſay ? 
What heav' nly particle inſpires the clay ? 
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The ſoul ſubſides, and wickedly inelines 
To ſeem but mortal, ev'n in ſound divines. 

On morning wings how active ſprings the mind 
That leaves the load of yeſterday behind! 

. How eaſy ev'ry labour it purſues 

How coming do the poet ev'ry Muſe ! 

Not but we may Exceed, ſome holy time, 

Or tir'd in ſearch of truth, or ſearch of rhyme ; 
it health ſome juſt indulgence may engage; 

And more the ſickneſs of long life, old age; 
For fainting age what cordial drop n, 

If our intemp'rate youth the veſſel drains? = 
Our fathers prais'd rank ven'ſon. You ſuppoſe, 
Perhaps, young men! our fathers had no noſe. 
Not ſo: A buck was then a week's repaſt, 

And 'twas their point, I.ween, to make it laſt ; 

More pleas'd to keep it till their friends would come, 
Than eat the ſweeteſt by themſelves at home, 

. Why bad not I in thoſe good times my birth, 

. Ere coxcomb-pies or coxcombs were on earth! # 
Unworthy he the voice of fame to hear, 

That ſweteeſt muſic to an honeſt ear; 

(For faith, Lord Fanny! you are in the wrong, 
The world's good word is better than a ſong) ; 
Who has not learn'd, freſh ſturgeon and ham-pye 
Are no rewards for want and infamy! © 
When luxury has lick'd up all thy pelf, 

- Curs'd by thy neighbours, thy truſtees, thyſelf, 
To friends, to fortune, to mankind a ſhame, 
Thiak how poſterity will. treat thy name; 
And buy a rope, that ſuture times may tell, 
Thou halt at leaſt beſtow'd one penny well. 
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© Right, cries his Lordſhip, for a rogue in need 
To have a taſte, is inſolence indeed: | 
In me *tis. noble, ſuits my birth and ſtate, 
My wealth unwieldy, and my heap too great.“ 
Then like the ſun, let-bounty ſpread her ray, 
And ſhine that ſuperfluity away. 
Oh impudence of wealth, with all thy ſtore, 
How dar'ſt thou let one worthy man be poor 
Shall half the old-built churches round thee fall ? 
Make keys, build bridges, or repair Whitehall: 
Or to thy country let that heap be lent, 
As M**o's was, but not at five per cent. 

Who thinks that Fortune cannot change her mind, 
- Prepares a dreadful jeſt for all mankind. | 
And who (ſtands ſafeſt ? tell me, is it he 
That ſpreads and ſwells in puff'd proſperity, 
Or bleſs'd with little, whoſe preventing care 
In peace provides fit arms againſt a war? 
Thus BETHE L ſpoke, who always ſpeaks his thought, 
And always thinks the very thing he ought : 
His equal mind I copy what J can, : 
And as I love, would imitate the man. 
In South-ſea days not happier, when ſurmis'd 
The lord of thouſands, than if now excis'd ; 
In foreſt planted by a father's hand, 
Than in five acres now of rented land. 
Content with little, I can piddle here 
On brocoli and mutton round the year ; 
But antient friends, (tho' poor, or out of play) 
That touch my bell, I cannot turn away. 
Tis true, no tutbots dignify my boards, 
But gudgeons, flounders, what my Thames affords ; 


MH IMITATIONS 43 


To Hounſlow-heath I point and Ban ſtead-down, 

Thence comes your mutton, and theſe chicks my own; 

From yon old walnut-tree a ſhow'r ffall fall; 

And grapes, long ling'ring on my only wall, 

And figs from ſtandard and efpalier join: 

The dev'l is in you if you cannot-dine. 

Then chearful healths, (your miſtreſs ſhall have place;) 

And, what's more rare, a poet ſhall ſay grace. 
Fortune not much of humbling me can boaſt: 

Though double tax'd, how little have 1 loſt? 

My life's amuſements have been juſt the ſame 

Before, and after ſtanding armies came. 

My lands are ſold, my father's houſe is gone; 

I'll hire another's ; is not that my own, | 

And your's, my friends? thro* whoſe free-op'ning gate 

None comes too early, none departs too late; 

(For 1 who hold ſage Homer's rule the beſt, 

Welcome the coming, ſpeed the going gueſt.) 

Pray heav'n it laſt! (cries S NF T) as you go on; 

© | wiſh to God this houſe had been your own: 

© Pity! to build without a ſon or wife; 

Why, you'll enjoy it all your life.” 

Well, if the ufe be mine, can it concern one, 

Whether the name belong to Pope or Vernon? 

What's property? dear Swift! you ſee it alter 

From you to me, from me to Peter Walter ; 

Or, in a mortgage, prove a lawyer's ſhare ; 

Or, in a jointure, vaniſh from the heir ; 

Or, in pure equity, {the caſe not clear,) 

The chanc'ry takes your rents for twenty year : : 

At beſt it falls to ſome ungracious ſon, 

Who erics, © My father's damn'd, and all's my own. 
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Shades that to Bacon could retreat afford, 
Become the portion of a-booby lord; 

And Hemſly, once proud Buckingham's delight, 
Slides to a ſeriv'ner, or a city-knight. 

Let lands and houſes have what lords they will, 
Let us be fix d, and our own maſters ſtill, 
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GT JoHN, whoſe love indulg'd my labours paſt, . 
Matures my preſent, and ſhall bound my laſt!” 

Why will you break the Sabbath of my m_ ? 

Now ſick alike of envy and of praiſe; 

Public too long, ah let me hide my age! 

See modelt Cibber now has left the ſtage ; 

Our gen'rals now, retir'd to their eſtates, 

Hang their old trophies o'er the garden gates; 

In life's cool ev'ning ſatiate of applauſe, 

Not fond of bleeding, ev'n in BaUunSWiCK's cauſe. 

A voice there is that whiſpers in my ear, 
('Tis reaſon's voice, which ſometimes one can hear), 
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Friend Pope! be prudent; let your Muſe-take breath, 


And never gallop Pegaſus to death; 

« Leſt ſtiff, and ſtately, void. of fire or force, 

Lou limp like Blackmore on a Lord Mayor's horſe.” 
Farewel, then, verſe and love, and ev'ry toy, 

The rhymes and-rattles of the man or boy ; 

What right, what true, what fit we juſtly call, 

Let this be all my care-—for this is all: 

To lay this harveſt: up, and-hoard with haſte- 

What ev'ry day will want, and molt the laſt. 

But aſk-not to what doctors I apply ? 

Sworn to no maſter, of no ſect am: 

As drives the ſtorm, at any door 1 knock; 

And houſe with Montagne now, or now with. Locke: * 

Sometimes a patriot, active in debate, 

Mix with the world, and battle for the ſtate ; 

Free as young Lyttelton, her cauſe purſue, 

Still true to virtue, and as warm as true: 

Sometimes with Ariſtippus, or St Paul, 

Indulge my candour, and grow all to all; 

Back to my native moderation ſlide, 

And win my way by yielding to the tide. . 
Long, as to him who works for debt, the day, 

Long as the night to her. whoſe love's away, 

Long as the year's dull circle ſeems to run, 

When the briſk minor, pants fon twenty one; 

So flow th' unprofitable moments roll, 

That lock up all the functions of my ſoul, 

That keep me from myſelf, and till delay 

Life's inſtant buſineſs to a future day ; Y 

That taſk, which as we follow, or deſpiſe, _ 

The eldeſt is a fool, the youngelt wiſe. 
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Which done, the pooreſt can no wants endure 
And which not done, the richeſt muſt be poor. 
Late as it is, I put myſelf to ſchool, 
And feel ſome comfort, not to be a fool. 
Weak though I am of limb, and ſhort of ſight, 
Far from a lynx, and not a giant quite; 
I'll do what Mead and Cheſelden adviſe, 
To keep theſe limbs, and to preſerve theſe eyes. 
Not to go back: is fomewhat to advance; 
And men muſt walk at leaſt before they dance. 
Say, does thy blood rebel, thy boſom move, 
With wretched av'rice, or as wretched love? 
Know, there are words and ſpells, which can controul, 
Between the fits, this fever of the ſoul : 
Knou, there are en which, fret and freſh ap- 
Ply d, 
Will eure the . wojpy ethic pride. 
Be furious, envious, ſlothful, mad, or drunk, 
Slave to a wife, or vaſſal to a punk, 
A Switz, a High-dutch, or a Low- dutch bear; 
All that we aſk is but 2 patient ear. 
"Tis the firſt virtue vices to abhor; 
And the firſt wiſdom to be fool no more. 
But to the world no bugbear is ſo great, 
As want of figure, and a ſmall eſtate. 
To either India fee the merchant fly, 
Scar'd at the ſpectre of pale poverty ! 
See him with pains of body, pangs of ſoul, 
Burn through the Tropic, freeze beneath the Pole: 
Wilt thou do nothing for a nobler end, 
Nothing to make philoſophy thy friend ? 
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To ſtop thy fooliſh views, thy long deſires, 
And eaſe thy heart of all that it admires ? | 
| Here, Wiſdom calls: Seek virtue firſt, be bold! 
As gold to ſilver, virtue is to gold,” 
There, London's voice, Get money, money till! 
And then let Virtue follow, if ſhe will? 
This, this the ſaving doctrine, preach'd to all, 
From low St James's up to high St Paul; 
From him whoſe quills ſtand quiver'd at his car, " 
To him who notches ſticks at Weſtminſter. gl 
Baraard in ſpirit, ſenſe, and truth abounds; 1 
Pray then what wants he?“ Fourſoore thouſand 
| pounds; 

f A penſion, or ſuch harneſs for a flave "an 
As Bug now has, and Dorimant would have. 1 
Barnard, thou art a cit, with all thy worth: 9 
But Bug and Dl, their Honours, and ſo forth, * 

Yer ev'ry child another ſong will ſing, 
© Virtue, brave boys! 'tis virtue makes a king.“ 0 
True, conſcious honour is to feel no (in; 1 | 
He's arm'd without that's innocent within. | N 
Be this thy ſereen, and this thy wall of braſs; 1 
Compar'd to this a miniſter's an aſs. | 1 
And ſay, to which ſhall our applauſe belong, it 
This new court-jargon, or the good old ſong? bs 
The modern language of corrupted peers, | * 
Or what was ſpoke at CREssSY and Po TI IRS? i-M 
Who counſels beſt ? who whiſpers, * Be but great, 
With praiſe or infamy, leave that to fate; 
Get place and wealth, if poſſible, with grace; 
If not, by any means, get wealth and place.“ 
Vol, III. K 
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For what? to have a box where Eunuchs ſing, 
And foremoſt in the circle eye a king. 
Or he, who bids thee face with ſteady view 
Proud fortune, and look ſhallow greatneſs through 5 
And, while he bids thee, ſets th' example too ? 

If ſuch a doctrine, in St James's air, | 
Should chance to make the well-dreſs'd Abe ſtare; - 
If honeſt S*z take ſcandal at a ſpark, 

That leſs admires the palace than the park : 
Faith I ſhall give the anſwer Reynard gave : 
© I cannot like, dread Sir, your royal cave: 
© Becauſe I ſee, by all the tracks about, 
© Full many a beaſt goes in, but none come out.” 
Adieu to Virtue, if you're once a ſlave : 
Send her to court, you ſend her to her grave. 
Well, if the king's a lion, at the leaſt 
The people are a many-headed beaſt : 
Can they direct what meaſures to purſue, 
Who know themſelves ſo little what to do? 
Alike in nothing but one luſt of gold, 
Juſt half the land would buy, and half be ſold : 
Their country's wealth our mightier miſers drain, 
Or croſs, to plunder proviaces, the main; 
The reſt, ſome farm the poor-box, ſome the pews ; 
Some keep aſſemblies, and would keep the ſtews; 
Some with fat bucks on childleſs dotards fawn ; 
Some win rich widows by their chine and brawn; 
While with the ſilent growth of ten per cent, 
In dirt and darkneſs, hundreds ſtink content. 
Of all theſe ways, if each purſues his own, 
Satire, be kind, and let the wretch alone: 
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But ſhew me one who has it in his pow! r 

To act conſiſtent with himſelf an hour. 

Sir Job ſail'd forth, the ev ning bright and ſtill, 

No place on earth (he cry'd) like Greenwich hill!” 

Up (tarts a palace; lo, th? obedient baſe _ ; 

Slopes at its foot, the woods its ſides embrace, ? 

The ſilver Fhames reflects its marble face. 

Now let ſome whimiy, or that Dev'l within 

Which guides all thoſe who know not what _ 
mean, | 

But give the knight (or give his lady) dale: : 

«© Away, away! take all your ſcaffolds down, 

« For inug's the word! My dear! we'll live in town. 

At am'rous Flavio is the ſtocken thrown ? 

That very night he longs to lie alone. 

The fool, whoſe wife clopes tome thrice a quarter, 

For matrimonial ſolace dies a martyr. 

Did ever Proteus, Merlin, any witch, 2 


Transform themſelves ſo ſtrangely as the rich? 
Well, but the peor---The poor have the ſame itch ; 
They change their weekly barber, weckly news, 
Prefer a new Japanner, to their ſhoes, 
Diſcharge their garrets, move their beds, and run 
(They know not whither) in a chaiſe and one; 
They hire their ſculler, and when once aboard, 
Grow ſick, and damn the climate---like a Lord. 

You laugh, half beau, half floven if 1 ſtand, 
My wig all powder, and all ſnuff my band; 
You laugh, if coat and breeches ſtrangely vary, 
White gloves, and linen worthy Lady Mary! 
But when no prelate's lawn with hair-ſhirt lin'd, 
Is half ſo incoherent as my mind, 
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When (each opinion with the next at ſtrife, 

One ebb and flow of follies all my life) 

J plant, root up; I build, and then confound ; 
Turn round to ſquare, and ſquare again to round; 
You never ehange one muſcle of your faee, 

You thiak this madneſs but a common caſe, 

Nor once to Chanc'ry, nor to Hale apply; 

Yet hang your lip, to ſee a ſeam awry! 

Careleſs how ill I with myſelf agree, 

Kind to my dreſs, my figure, not to me. 

Is this my guide, philoſopher and friend: 

This he, who loves me, and who ought to mend; 
Who ought to make me (what he ean, or none, ) 
That man divine whom wiſdom calls her own ; 
Great without title, without fortune bleſs'd ; 
Rich ev'n when plunder'd, honour'd while oppreſs'd 
Lov'd without youth, and follow'd without power ; 
At home tho' exil'd; free, tho' in the tower; 

In ſhort, that reas ning, high, immortal thing; 
Juſt leſs than Jove, and much above a king, 
Nay, half in heav'n except (what's mighty odd) 
A fit of vapours clouds this demi-god! | 
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wh OT to admire, is all the art I know, 
IN To make men happy, and to keep them fo.” 
{Plain truth, dear Murray, needs no flow'rs of ſpeech, 
So take it in the very words of Creech,) 
This vault of air, this congregated ball, 

Self-center'd fun, and ſtars that riſe and fall, 

There are, my friend ! whoſe philoſophic eyes 

Look thro', and truſt the ruler with his ſkies, 

To him commit the hour, the day, the year, 

And view this dreadful all without a fear. 
Admire we then what earth's low entrails hold, 
Arabian ſhores, or Indian ſeas infold ; : | 
All the mad trade of fools and flayes for gold ? 
K ; 88 
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Or popularity? or ſtars and ſtrings? 

The mob's applauſes, or the gifts of kings? 
Say with what eyes we ought at courts to gaze, 
And pay the great our homage of amaze ? 

If weak the pleaſure that from theſe can ſpring, | 
The fear to want them is as weak a thing: 
Whether we dread, or whether we deſire, 

In either caſe, believe me, we admire . 
Whether we joy or grieve, the ſame the curſe, 
Surpriz d at better, or ſurpriz'd at worſe. 
Thus good or bad, to one extreme betray 

Th' unbalanc'd mind, and ſnatch the man away: 
For virtue's ſelf may too much zeal be had; 

The worſt of madmen is a ſaint run mad. 

Go then, and if you can, admire the ſtate 

Of beaming diamonds, and reflected plate; 
Procure a TASTE to double the ſurpriſe, 

And gaze on Parian charms with learned eyes: 
Be ſtruck with bright brocade, or Tyrian dye, 
Our hirth-day nobles? ſplendid livery. 7 
If not fo pleas'd, at council-board rejoice, 

To ſee their judgments hang upon thy voice; 
From morn to night, at fenate, rolls, and hall, 
Plead much, read more, dine late, or not at all. 
But wherefore all this labour, all this ſtrife ? 
For fame, for riches, for a noble wife? 

Shall one whom nature, learning, birth conſpir'd 
To form, not to admire but be admir'd, 

Sigh, while his Cloe blind to wit and worth 
Weds the rich dulneſs of ſome ſon of earth? 

Yet time ennobles, or degrades each line; 

It brighten'd CRAGGS S and may darken thine > 
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And what is fame? the meaxeſt have their day; 
The greateſt can but blaze, and paſs away. 
Grac'd as thou art, with all the pow'r of words, 
So known, ſo honour'd, at the houſe of lords: 
Conſpicuous ſcene! another yet is nigh, 
(More ſilent far) where kings and poets lic; 
Where Murray (long enough his country's pride) 
Shall be no more than Tully, or than Hyde ! 
EKRack'd with ſciatics, martyr'd with the (tone, 
Will any mortal let himſelf alone ? | 
Sce Ward by batter'd beaus invited over, 
And deſp'rate miſery lays hold on Dover. 
The cale is eaſier in the mind's diſeaſe: | 
There all men may be cur'd, whenc'er they pleaſe, 
Would ye be bleſt ; deſpiſe low joys, low granny. 
Diſdain whatever Corntwry diidains; 
Be virtuous, and be happy for your pains, _ 

But art thou one, whom new opinions ſway, 
One who believes as I indal leads the way; 
Who virtue and a church alike diſowns, 
Thinks that but words, and this like brick and ſtones ? 
Fly then, on all the wings of wild deſire, 
Admire whate'er the madeſt can admire : 
Is wealth thy paſſion ? Hence! from pole to pole, 
Where winds can carry, or where waves can roll, 
For Indian ſpices, for Peruvian gold, | 
Prevent tne greedy, and out-bid the bold : 
Advance thy golden mountain to the ſkies; 
On the broad baſe of fifty thouſand riſe, 
Add one round hundred, and (if that's not fair), 
Add fifty more, and bring it to a ſquare. 
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For, mark th' advantage; juft fo many ſcore 

Will gain a wife with half as many. more, 
Procore her beauty, make that beauty chaſte, 
And then fuch friends - as cannot fail to laſt. 
A man of wealth is dubb'd a man of worth, 
Venus ſhall give him form, and Anſtis“ birth; 
(Believe me, many a German Prince is worſe, 
Who proud of pedigree is poor of purſe.) 
His wealth brave Timon gloriouſſy confounds: 
Aſk'd for a groat, he gives a hundred pounds; 

Or if three ladies like a luckleſs play, 
Takes the whole honfe upon the poet's day. 
Now, in ſuch exigencies not to need, 

Upon my word, you muſt be rich ioket 
A nobler ſaperfluity it craves, 
Not for yourſelf, but for your fools and knaves; 
gomething, which for your honour they may cheat, 
And which it much becomes you to forget. 

If wealth alone then make and keep us bleſt, 
Still, ſtill be getting, never, never ret. 

But if to pow'r and place your paſſion lie, 

Tf in the pomp of life conſiſt the joy; | 
Then hire a ſſave, or (if you will) a Lord 
To do the honours, and to give the word; 
Tell at your levee, as the crouds approach, 
To whom to nod, whom take into your coach, 
Whom hononr with your hand: To make remarks, 
Who rules in Cornwall, or who rules in Berks : 
This may be troubleſome, is near the chair: 
That wakes three members; this can chuſe a May'r,' 


07 HORACE wk ny 


Adopt him ſon, or couſin at the leaſt; 
Then turn about, and laugh at your own jeſt, 
Or, if your life be one continued treat, 
If to live well means nothing but to eat; 
Up, up ! cries Gluttony, 'tis break of day, 
Go drive the deer, and drag the finny prey; 
With hounds and horns go hunt an appetite--- 
So Ruſſel did, but could not eat at night; 
Call'd happy dog ! the beggar at his door, 
And envy'd thirſt and hunger to the poor. 
Or ſhall we ev'ry deceacy confound, 
Thro' taverns, ſtews, and bagnios take our round; 
Go dine with Chartres, in each vice outdo 
K----I's lewd cargo, or F'y--—y's crew ; 
From Latian Syrens, French Circacan feaſts; 
Return well travell'd, and transform'd to beaſts; 
Or for a titled punk, or foreign flame, 
Renounce our country, and degrade our name ? 
if, after all, we muſt with Wilmot own, 
The cordial drop of life is love alone, 
And SWI r cry wiſely, Vive la bagatelle!' 
The man that loves and laughs mult ſure do well. 
Adicu---if this advice appear the worſt, 
E'en take the counſel which I gave you firſt: 
Or better precepts if you can impart, 
Why do; U11 follow them with all my heart. 


inſtructed thus, you bow, embrace, proteſt, ? 
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To 'the following Epiſtle. 


HE refleftions of Horace, and the judgments 
paſſed in his Epiſtle to Auguſtus, ſeemed ſo ſea- 
ſonable to the preſent times, that 1 could not help ap- 
plying them to the uſe of my own country, The au- 
thor thought them conſiderable enough to addreſs 
them to his prince; whom he paints with all the great 


and good qualities of a monarch, upon whom the | 


Romans depended for the increaſe of an abſolute em- 
Fire. But, to make the poem entirely Englith, I was 
willing to add one or two of thoſe which contribute to 
the happineſs of a free people, and are more conſiſtent 
with the welfare of our neighbours. 

The epiſtle will ſhew the learned world to have fallen 
into two miſtakes : One, that Auguſtus was à patron of 
poets in general ; whereas he not only prohibited all 
but the beſt writers to name him, but recommended 
that care even to the civil magiſtrate ; Admonebat prae- 
tores, ne paterentur nomen ſuum obſolefieri, &c. The 
other, that this piece was only a gencral a:ſcourſe of 
poetry ; whereas it was an apolagy of the poets, in order 
to render Auguſtus more their patron. Horace here 
pleads the cauſe of his cotemporaries, firſt againſt the 


taſte of the own, whoſe humour it was to magnify the 


authors of the preceeding age; ſecondly, againſt the 


court and nobility, who encouraged only the writers for. 
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the theatre; and, laſtly, againſt the Emperor himſelf, 
who had conceived them of little uſe to the govern- 
ment. He ſhews (by a view of the progreſs of learn 
ing, and the change of taſte among the Romans) that 
the introduction ot the polite arts of Greece had given 
the writers of his time great advantages over their pre- 
deceſſors; that their morals were much improved, and 
the licence of thofe antient poets reſtrained: That 
ſatire and comedy were become more juſt and uſctul ; 
that, whatever extravagances were left on the (tage, 
were owing to the i zaſte of the nobility ; that poets, 
under due regulations, were in many reſpects uſeful to 
the fate; and concludes, that it was upon them the 
Emperor himſelf muſt depend for his fame with poſte- 
We may further learn from this epiſtle, that Horace 
made his court to this great prince by writing with a 
decent freedom toward him, with a juſt contewpt of 
his low flatterers, and with a manly regard to his own 


er | 


After a life of gen'rous toils endur d, 


Ambition humbled, mighty cities ſtorm'd, 


THE 


FIRST er 


OF THE 
SECOND BOOK 
OF 


KH 0 I © 
To AUGUSTUS. 


HILE you, great patron of mankind! ſuſtain 
The balanc'd world, and open all the main; 
Your country, chief in arms, abroad defend, 
At home, with morals, arts, and laws amend ; 
Ho ſhall the Muſe, from ſuch a monarch, ſteal 
An hour, and not defraud the public weal ? 

Edward and Henry, now the boaſt of fame, 
And virtuous Alfred, a more facred name, 
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The Gaul ſubdu'd, or property ſecur'd, 
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Or laws cſtabliſh'd, and the world reform'd ; 


8 * 
by «an P 
ꝗ—9U—U—U— —, —Vö— ets bonne 


2 
* — 
rr —— —— — — ͤ —EEÜĩä— 
— 4 
PR 
—_y , 


= OA 
„ „ £8 


133 IMITATIONS 1, 


Clos'd their long glories with a ſigh, to find 
Th' unwilling gratitude of baie mankind ! 
All human virtue, to its lateſt breath, 

Finds envy never conquer'd, but by death. 
The great Aleides, ev'ry labour paſt, 

Had ſtill this monſter to ſubdue at laſt. 

Sure fate of all, beneath whoſe rifing ray 
Each ſtar of meaner merit fades away! 
Oppreſs'd we feel the beam directly beat 
Thoſe ſuns of glory pleaſe not till tt ey ſet. 

To thee the world its preſent homage pays, 
The harveſt early, but mature the praiſc ; 
Great friend of LI BERT in kings a name 
Abore all Greek, above all Roman fame: 
Whoſe word is truth, as ſacred and rever'd, 
As Heav'n's own oracles from altars heard. 
Wonder of kings! like whom, to mortal eyes 
None e'er has riſcu, and none e'er ſhall rife. 
Juſt in one inſtance, be it yet confeſt, 

Your people, Sir, are partial in the relt : 

Foes to all living worth except your own, 
And advocates for folly dead and gone. 
Authors, like coins, grow dear as they grow old; 
It is the ruſt we value, not the gold. 
Chancer's worſt ribaldry is learn'd by rot, 
And beaſtly Skelton heads of houſes quote : 
One likes no language but the Fairy Queen; 


A Scot will fight for Chriſt's Kirk o' the Green: 


And each true Briton is to Ben ſo civil, 
He ſwears the Muſes met him at the Devil. 


Though juſtly Greece her elder ſons admires, 


Why ſhould not we be wiſer than our fires? 
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In ev'ty public virtue we excell: 

We build, we paint, we ſing, we dance as well; 
And learned Athens to our art muſt ſtoop, 
Could ſhe behold us tumbling through a hoop. 

If time improve our wits as well as wine, 
Say at what age a poet grows divine? 
Shall we, or ſhall we not, account him ſo, 
Who dy'd perhaps an hundred years ago ? 
End all diſpute, and fix the year preciſe 
When Britiſh bards begin t' immortalize? 

* Who laſts a century can have no flaw ; 
] hold that wit a claſſic, good in law.“ 

Suppoſe he wants a year, will you compound! 
And ſhall we deem him antient, right, and ſound; 
Or damn to all eternity at once, 

At ninety-nine, a-modern and a dunce ? 

We ſhail not quarrel for a year or two; 
By courteſy of England, he may do. 

Then by the rule that made the horſe-tail bare, 
I pluck out year by year, as hair by hair, 

And melt down antients like a heap of ſnow : 
While you, to meaſure merits, look in Stowe; 
And, eſtimating authors by the year, 
Beſtow a garland only on a bier. 

Shakeſpear. (whom you and ev'ry playbouſe-bill 
Style the divine, the matchleſs, what you will) 
For gain, not glory, wing'd his roving flight, 
And grew immortal in his own deſpight. 

Ben, old and poor, as little ſeem'd to heed 
The life to come, in ev'ry poet's creed. 
Who now reads Cowley ? if he pleaies yet, 
His moral pleaſes, not his pointed wit; 
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Forgot his Epic, nay Pindaric art; 
ut (till I love the language of his heart. | 
Let ſurely, ſurely, theſe were famous men! 
© What boy but hears the ſayings of old Ben? 
la all debates where critics bear a part, | 
© Not one but nods, and talks of Johuſon's art, 
Of Shakeſpear's Nature and of Cowley's Wit: 
How Beaumont's judgement check'd what Fletcher 
« writs 
© How Shadwell baſty, Wycherly was flow; 
© But for the paſſions, Southern ſure and Rowe. 
© Theſe, ouly theſe, ſupport the crowded ſtage, 
From eldeſt Haywood down to Cibber's ape.” 
All this may be; the people's voice is odd; 
It is, and it is not, the voice of God. | 
To Gammer Gurton if it give the bays, 
And yet deny the Careleſs Huſband praiſe, 
Or ſay our fathers. never broke a rule; 
Why then, I ſay, the public is a fool. 
But let them own, that.greater faults than we 
They had, and greater virtues, I'll agree. 
Spenſer himſelf affects the obſolete, 
And Sydney's verſe halts ill on Roman feet: 
Milton's ſtrong pinion now not heav'n can bound, 
Now, ſerpent-like, in proſe he ſweeps the ground; 
In quibbles, angel and archangel join, 
And God the Father turns a ſchool-divine. 
Not that I'd lop the beauties from his book, 
Like flaſhing Bentley with his deſp'rate hook; 
Or damn all Shakeſpear, like th* affected fool 
At court, who hates whatc'er he read at ſchool. 


aer 


Aud ſwear all ſhame is loſt in George's age! | 4 
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But for the wits of either Charles's days, 
The mob of gentlemen who wrote with caſe ; 
Sprat, Carew, Sedley, and a hundred more, 
(Like twinkling (tars the miſeellanies &er), 
One (mile, that ſolitary ſhines 
In the dry deſert of a thouſand lines, 
or leogthen'd thought that gleams through many's 

Page, 

Has lanQiiy'd whole poems for an age. 

i loſc my patience, and 1 own it too, 
When works are cenſur'd, not as bad, but new; 
While, if our elders break all Reaion's laws, 
Thcſc tools demand not pardon, but applauſe, 

On Avon's bank, where flow'r> eternal blow, 
H 1 but aſk, if any weed can grow? 
One tragic fentence if I dare deride, 
Which Betterton's grave action dignify'd, | 
Or well-mouth'd Booth with cmphaſis proclaims,, 
(Though but, perhaps, a muſter-roll of names), 
How will our fathers riſe up in a rage, | 


You'd think no fools diſgrae'd. the former reign,.. 

Did not ſome grave examples yet remain, 

Who ſcorn a lad ſhould teach his father ſkill ;. 

And, having once been wr-ng, will be ſo (till. - 

He, who to ſeem more deep than you or I, 

Extols-old bards, or Merlin's prophecy : 

Miſtake him not; he envies, not admires, 

And, to debaſe the ſons, exalts the fires. 

Had antient times conſpir'd to diſallow | 

What then vas new, what had been antient now "IP" 
Vor. III. L 
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Or what remain'd, ſo worthy to be en 
By learned critics, of the mighty dead? - | 
In days of caſe, when now the weary ſword * 
Was ſheath'd\, and luxury with Charles reſtor 'd; 
In ev'ry taſte of foreign: courts improv'd, _ 
All, by the king's example, liv'd and lay” d. ä 
Then peers grew proud in horſemanſhip t excell; 
Newmarket's glory roſe as Britain's fell; 
The ſoldier breath'd the gallantries of Bi rance; 
And ev'ry flow ry courtier writ romance. 
Then marble, ſoften'd into lite, grew warm, 65 
And yielding metal flow d to human form. 
Lely on. animated canvas ſtole | * 1 
The fleepy eye, that ſpoke the melting foul. 
No wonder then, when all was love and ſport, ; 
The willing Muſes were debauch'd at court; 
On each enexyate ſtring they taught the note : 
To pant or tremble through a cunuch's throat. 
But Britain, changeful as a child at play, 
Now calls in princes, and now turns away. 
Now Whig, now Tory, what we lov'd we hate; 
Now all for pleaſure, now for chureh and Nate: L 
Now far prerogative, atid now for laws ; E 
Effects unhappy from a noble cauſe, _ 
Time'was, a ſober Engliſhman would knock 
His ſervants up, and rife by five og 1 
inſtruct his family in ev'ry rule. 
And ſend bis wife to church, his ſon to ſchool. 
To worſhip like his fathers was his care: 
To teach their frogal virtues to his heir; | 
To prove that ſaxery-conld never hold; 


And place, on good ſeeurity, bis.gold. | 


DF HOR ATE. 169, 463 


vw times are chang'd, and one poctic ite 
Has eiz'd the court and city, poor and rich: | 
Sons, fires, and grandſires, all will wear the bays / 
Our wives read Milton, and our daughters plays; 
To theatres and to rehearſals throng; 

And all our grace at table is 8 ſong. 

1, who ſo oft renonnee the Muſes, lye: 

Not ss ſelf e' er tells more fibbs than I; 

When lick of Muſe, our follics we deplore, 

And promiſe our beſt friends to rhyme no more: 
We wake next morning is 8 raging fit, | 
And call for pen and ink to ſhow our wit. 

He ſerv'd a prenticeſnip who ſets up ſhop; 
Ward try'd on puppies, and the poor, his drop; 
Ev'n Radeliſt's doctors travel firſt to France; 
Nor dare to praQtiſe till they ve learn'd to dance. 
Who builds a bridge that never drove a pile?! 
(Should Ripely venture, all the world would ſmile) 3 
But thoſe who cannot write, and thoſe who can, 

All rhyme, and ſcrawl; and ſoribble to a man. 

Yet, vir, reflect, the miſchief is not great: 
Theſe madmen never hurt the church or ſtate: 
Sometimes the folly benefits mankind; , 
And rarely av'rice taints the tuneful mind. 

Allow him but his plaything of a pen, 

He ne'er rebels or plots like other men 
Flight of ea ſhiers or mobs be'll never mind-z- 
And knows no loſſes while the Muſe is kind, ' 
To cheat a friend ar ward he leaves to Peter 
The good man heaps up nothing but mere nete i 
Enjoys his garden and his book in quiet; 
And then a perfect hermit in his diet. 
L 3 
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Of little uſe the man you may ſuppoſe, 
Who ſays in verſe what others ſay in proſe y 

Yet let me-fhow, a poet's of ſome weight, 

And (though no ſoldier) uſefuł to the ſtate. 

What will a child learn fooner than a ſong? 
What better teach a foreigner the tongue? | 
What's long or ſhort, each accent where-to place, 
And ſpeak in public with ſome ſort of grace. 

I ſcarce can think him ſuch a worthleſs thing, 
Unleſs he praiſe ſome monſter of a king; 
Or virtue or religion turn to ſport, 
To pleaſe-a lewd or unbelieving court. 
Unhappy Dryden !—in all Charles's days, 
Roſcommon- only boaſts unfpotted bays ; 
Aud in our own (excuſe ſome courtly ſtains) 
No whiter page than Addiſon remains. 
He from the taſte obſcene reelaims our youth, 
And ſets the paſſions on the fide of truth, 
Forms the ſoft boſom with the gentleſt art, 
And pours each human virtue in the heart. 
Let Ireland tell, how wit upheld her cauſe, 

Her trade ſupported, and ſupply'd her laws: 

And leave on S wirr this grateful verſe enerav'd;. 
The rights a court attack'd; a- poet ſar d. | 
Behold the hand that wrought a nation's cure, 
Stretch'd to relieve the ideot and the poor, 

Proud vice to brand, or injur d worth adorn, 

And ſtretch the ray to ages yet unborn ! 

Not but there are who merit other palme; 

Hopkins and Sternhold glad the heart with plains: 
The boys and girls whom charity maintains, 
lwplore your help in theſe pathetic ſtrains: 
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How could devotion touch the country pews, 
Unleſs the gods beftow'd a proper Muſe? 
Verie chears their leiſure, verſe aſſiſts their work, _ 
Verie prays for peace, or ſings down Pope and Turk. 
The ſilenc'd preacher yields to potent ſtrain, = 
And feels that grace his pray'r beſought in vain; 
The bleſſing thrills through all the lab'ring throog: 
And heav'n is won by violence of ſong. 

Our rural anceſtors, with little bleſs'd, 
Patient of labour, when the end was reſt, 
Indulg'd the day that hous'd their annual grain, 
With feaſts, and off'rings, and a thankful ſtrain : 
The joy their wives, their ſons, and ſervants ſhare, 
Eaſe of their toil, and partners of their care: | 
The laugh, the jeſt, attendants en the bowl, 
Smooth'd ev'ry brow, and open'd ev'ry ſoul; 
With growing years the pleaſing licence grew, 
And taunts alternate innocently flew. 
But times corrupt, and nature ill-inclin'd, 
Produc'd the point that left a ſting behind; 
Till friend with friend, and families at ſtrife, 
Triumphant Malice rag'd through private life. 
Who felt the wrong, or fear'd it, took th' alarm, 
Appeal'd to Law, and Juſtice lent her arm. | 
At length, by wholſome dread of ſtatutes bound, 
The poets learn'd to pleaſe, and not to wound : 
Moſt warp'd to Flatt'ry's fide ; but ſome, more nice, 
Preſerv'd the freedom, and forbore the vice. 
Hence Satire role, that juſt the medium hit, 
And heals with morals what it hurts with wit, 

We conquer'd France, but felt our captive's charms; | 

Her arts victorious triamph'd o'er our arm; 
L 3 


Britain to ſoft refinements les a foe, 

Wit grew polite, and numbers learn'd to flow. 
Waller uas ſmootb; but Dryden taught to join 
The varying verſe, the full-reſounding line, 
The long majeſtic march and energy divine! 
Though (till ſome traces of our ruſtic vein 
And fplay-foot verſe remain'd, and will remain, 
Late, very late, eorrectneſs grew our care, 
When the tir'd nation breath'd from eivil war. 
Exact Racine, and Corneille's noble fire, 
Show'd us that France had ſomething to admire. 
Not but the tragic ſpirit was our own, | 
And full in Shakeſpear, fair in Otway ſhone : 
But Otway fail'd to poliſh or refine; . 

And fluent Sbakeſpear ſcaree effae'd a line. 
 Ev'n copious Dryden wanted, or forgot, 

The laſt and greateſt art, the art to blot. 

Some doubt, if equal pains or equal fire 

The humbler Muſe of Comedy require. 

But in known images of life, I gueſs, _ 

The labour greater, as th' indulgence leſs: 
Obſerve how ſeldom ev'n the beſt ſacceed : 
Tell me if Congreve's fools are fools indeed ? 
What pert low dialogue has Farqu'ar writ ! 
How Van wants grace, who never wanted wit! 
The ſtage how looſely does Aftrea tread, 

Who fairly puts all characters to bed! 
And idle Cibber, how he breaks the laws, 
To make poor Pinky eat with vaſt applauſe! 
But fill their, purſe, our poet's work is done, 
Alike to them by pathos or by put. 
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© you! whom Vanity's light bark conveys 
On. Fame's mad voyage, by the wind of praiſe, 
With what a ſhifting. gale your courſe you ply. . 
For ever funk tov low, or borne too high! 

Who pants for glory finds. but (ſhort. repoſe; 


A breath revives him, or a breath 8 5 
Farewel the ſtage ! it, juſt as thrives the play. 


The lilly bard grows tat, or talls away. 
I bere (till remains, to mortity a wit, 
The many-headed moniter of the pit: 


A ſenſeleſs, worthleſs, and unhonour d croud ;; - ; 


Who, to dilturb their betters mighty proud, 


Clatt'ring their Nicks before ten lines are ſpoke,. . 


Call for the farce, the bear, or the Black- joke. 
What dear delight to Britons farce affords! 
Ever the taſte of mobs, but now of lords; 
(Taſte, that eternal wanderer, which flies 

From heads to- ears, and now from cars to eres) 
The play ſtands ſtill; damn action and diicourſe, 
Back fly the ſcenes, and enter foot and horſe; 
Pageants on pageants, in long order draun, 


Peers, heralds, biſhops, ermin, gold, and has... 5 
The champion too! and, to compleat the jeſt, _ 


Old Edward's armour beams on Cibber's breaſt... 


With laughter ſure el Hen 
Had he beheld an audience gape fo wide. 

Let bear or elephant be e'er ſo. white, 

The people, ſoon, the people are the agbt 1 

Ah luckleſs poet ! ſtretah thy lungs and roar, 


That bear or elephant ſhall beed. thee more; A * 


While all its throats the gallery extends, 
And all the thunder of the pit aſcends ! 
L 4 | 
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Lond as the wolves, on Orcas' ſtormy ſteep, - 
Howl to-the roarings of the northern deep. 
Such is the ſhout, the long-applauding note, 
At Quin's high plume, or Oldfield's petticoat; 
Or when from court a birth-day ſuit beſtow'd, 
Sinks the loſt actor in the tawdry load. | 
Booth enter hark! the-univerſal peal! 
© But has he ſpoken ? Not a ſyllable. | 
What ſhook the ſtage, and made the people ſtare ? 
Cato's long wig, flow'r'd gown, and lacquer'd chair. 

Yet, leſt you think I raily more than teach, 
Or praiſe malignly arts I cannot reach; 
Let me · for once preſume ' inſtruct the times, 
To know the poet from the man of rhymes: 
Tis he who gives my breaſt a thouſand pains, 

Can make me feel each paſſion that he feigns ; 
Enrage, compoſe, with more than magic art; 
With pity and with terror tear my heart; 

And ſnatch me o'er the earth, or through the air, 
To Thebes, to Athens, when he will, and where. 

But not this part of the poetic ſtate 

Alone, deſerves the favour of the great: 

Think of thoſe authors, Sir, who would rely 

More on a reader's ſenſe, than gazer's eye. 

Or who ſhall wander where the Muſes ſing? 
Who climb their mountain, or who tafte their ſpring? 
How ſhall we fill a library with wit, 

When Merlin's cave is half unfurniſh'd yet? 
My Liege! why writers little claim your thought, 

I gueſs; and, with their leave, will tell the fault: 
We poets are (upon a poet's word) | 

Of all mankind, the creatures moſt abſurd : 
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The ſeaſon, when to come, and when to go, 
To ſing, ar ceaſe to ſing, we never know; 
And if we will recite nine hours in ten, 

You loſe your patience, juſt like other men. 
Then too we hurt ourſelyes, when to defend 
A ſingle verſe, we quarrel with a friend; 
Repeat unalk'd ; lament, the wit's too fine 
For vulgar eyes, and point out ev'ry line. 

But moſt, when ſtraining with too weak a wing, 
We needs will write epiiiles to the king; 
And from the moment we oblige the town, 
Expect a place or penſion from the crown; 
-Or dubb'd hiſtorians by expreſs command, 

T' enroll your triumphs o'er the ſeas and land; 
Be call'd to court to plan ſome work divine, 
As once for Louis, Boilean and Racine. 

Yet think, great dir! (ſo many virtues ſhown) 
Ah think, what poet beſt may make them known? 
Or chuſe at leaſt ſome miniſter of grace, 

Fit to beſtow the laureat's welghty place. 

Charles, to late times to he tranſmitted fair, 

Aſſign'd his figure to Bernini's care; 

And great Naſſau to Kneller's hand decreed 

To fix him graceful on the bounding ſteed; 
So well in paint and ſtone they judg'd of merit: 
But kings in wit may want diſcerning ſpirit. 

The hero William, and the martyr Charles, 
One knighted Blackmore, and one penſion'd Quarles; 
Which made old Ben and ſurly Dennis ſwear, 
No Lord's anointed, but a Ruſſian bear.” 
Not with ſuch majeſty, ſuch bold relief, 


The forms augult of king or conqu'ring chief 
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Eier ſwell'd on marble; as in verſe have ſhin'd 

(In polith'd verſe) the manners and the mind. 

Oh ! could I mount on the Maeonian wing, 

Your arms, your actions, your repoſe to ſing ! 

What ſeas you travers'd, and what fields you fought! 
Your country's peace how oft, how dearly bought! 
How barb'rous rage ſubſided at your word, | 
And nations wonder'd while they drop'd the ſword! 
How, when you-noded, o'er the land and deep, 
Peace ſtole her wing, and wrapt the world in ſleep ; 
Till earth's extremes your mediation own, 

And Aſia's tyrants tremble at your throne--- 

But verſe, alas! your Majeſty diſdains; 

And I'm not us'd to panegyric ſtrains: 

The zeal of fools offends at any time, 

But moſt of all, the zeal of fools in rhyme : 
Beſides, a fate attends on all FI write, 

That, when J aim at praiſe, they ſay | bite. 

A vile encomium donbly ridicules : | 
Fhere's nothing blaekens like the ink of fools. 

If true, a woful likeneſs; and if lyes, 

< Praiſe undeſerv'd is ſcandal in diſguiſe :* 

Well may he bloſh, who gives it or receives; 

And when I flatter, let my dirty Ieaves 

(Like journals, odes, and ſuch forgotten things, 

As Euſden, Philip, Settle, writ of Kings), 

Cloath ſpice, line trunks, or, flutt'ring in a row, 
Befringe the rails of Bedlam and Soho, 
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D E AR CoPnel, CogRAn's and your country's 
friend | 

You love a verſe, take ſuch as I can fend. 

A Frenchman comes, preſents you with his boy, 

Bows and begins This lad, Sir, is of Blois: 

Obſerve his ſhape how clean! his locks how curl'd! 

My only fon ; I'd have him ſee the world: 

Eis French is pure; his voice too---you ſhall hear, 

Sir, he's your ſfave, for twenty pound a year. 

Mere wax as yet, you faſhion him with eaſe; 

« Your barber, cook, upholſt'rer, what you pleaſe : 
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A perfect genius at an opꝰ' ra- ſong 
To lay too much might do my honour wrong. 
Take him with all his virtues; on my word, 
© His whole ambition was to ſerve a lord. 
ut, Sir, to you with what would I not part? 
© Though, faith J fear, 'twill break his mother's 
© heart; 

© Once (and but once) I abb bim i in a lye, 
And then unwhipp'd, he had the grace to ery: 
< The fault he has T fairly ſhall reveal, 
© (Could you o'erlook but that) it is to ſteal.? 

If, aſter this, you took the graceleſs lad, 
Could you complain, my friend, he prov'd ſs 

bad ? 

Faith, i in ſuch caſe, if you ſhould pꝓroſecute, 
I thiok Sir Godfrey ſhould decide the ſuit; 
Who ſent the thief that ſtole the caſh away, 
And puniſh'd him that put it in his way. 

Confider then, and judge me in this light: 
I told you, when I went, I could not write; 
You faid the fame; and are you diſcontent 
With laws to which you gave your own aſſent ? 
Nay worſe, to aſk for verſe at ſuch a time! | 
D'ye think me good for nothing but to rhyme ? 

In ANNa's wars, a ſoldier poor and old 
Had dearly earn'd a little purſe of gold: 
Tir'd with a tedious march, one luckleſs night, 
He ſlept, poor dog ! and loſt it to a doit. 

This ,put the man in ſuch a deſp'rate mind, 

Beta cen revenge, and grief, and hunger join'd 5 
Againſt the foe, himſelf, and all mankind; 


'OF HORACE. e. 
Fe leap'd the trenches, ſeal'd a caſtle-wall, 

Tore down a ſtandaru, took the fort and all. 
Prodigious well,” his great commander cry'd ; 
Gave him much praiſe, and ſome reward beſide. 
Next plcas'd his execllence a town to batter; 
| (Its name | know not, and tis no great matter); 
Go on, my friend (he ery'd) ſee yonder walls! 
Advance and conquer! go where glory calls! 
More honours, more rewards attend the brave.” 
Don't you remember what reply he gave ? 

<D'ye think me, noble gen'ral, ſuch a ſot ? 

© Let him take caſtles who has neer a groat.“ 

Bred up at home, full early I begun. 

To read. in Greek the wrath of Peleus' ſon. 

Beſides, my father taught me from a lad, 

The better art to know the good from bad: 

(And little ſure imported to remove, 

To hunt fer truth in Maudlin's learned grove:) 
But knottier points, we knew not half fo well, 
Depriv'd. us ſoon of our paternal cell; 5 
And certain laws, by ſuff rers thought wojoſt, 
Deny'd all poſts of profit or of truſt : 

Hopes after hopes of pious papiſts tail'd, 

While mighty WILLTIAu's thund'ring arm pre- 

vail'd. 

For right hereditary tax'd and fin d, 
He ſtuck to poverty with peace of mind; : 
And me, the Muſes help'd to undergo it; 
Con vict a papiſt he, and Ia poet. 
But (thanks to Homer) ſince I live and thrire, 
Indebted to no prince or peer alive; | 
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Sure I ſhould want the art of ten Monroes, 
If 1 would ſeribble, rather than repoſe. 

Years foll'wing years, ſteal ſomething ev'ry day; 
At leaſt they ſteal us from-ourſelves away: 
In one aur frolics, one amuſements end; 

In one a miſtreſs draps, in one a friend: 

This ſubtle thief of life, this paltry Time, 
What will it leave me, if it ſnatch my rhyme ? 

If ev'ry wheel of that unweary'd mill, 

That turu'd ten thonſand verſes, now ſtands nin? ? 

But, after all, what would you have me do ? 
When out of twenty I can pleaſe not two; 

When this heroics only deigns to praiſe, 

Sharp ſatire that, and that Pindaric lays ? 

One likes the pheaſant's wing, and one the leg; | 
The vuigar boil, the learned roaſt an egg; 

Hard taſk ! to hit the palate of ſuch gueſts, 
When Oldfield loves what Dartineuf deteſts. 

But grant I may relapſe, for want of grace, 
Again to rhyme, can London be the place? 

Who there his Muſe, or ſelf, or foul attends, 

In cronds and courts, law, buſineſs; Rates and friends! 
My counſel ſends to execute a dee: 

A poet begs me, I will hear him read: 

In Palace-yard at nine yoo'l de there 

At ten for certain, Sir, in Bloomſb'ry- ſquare 
Before the lords at twelve my cauſe comes on 
There's a rehearſal, Sir, exact at.one--- 
oh but a wit can ſtudy in the ſtreets, ks 
© And raiſe his mind above the mob he meets.” 
Not quite ſo well, however, as one ought; 

A hackney-coach may'chance to ſpoil a thought; 


And then a nodding beam, or pig of lead, 
God knows, may burt the very ableſt head, 
Have you not ſeen at Guildhali's narrow paſs, - 1 
Two aldermen ditpute it with an aſs? | 
And peers give way, exalted as they are, 
Ev'n to their own S-r-v-=nce in a car? 

Go, lofty poet! and in ſuch a croud 
_ Sing thy ſonorous verſe - but not aloud. 
Alas! to grottos and to groves we run 
To eaſe and ſilence, ey'ry Muſe's ſons _ 
Black more himſelf, for any grand effort, 
Would drink and doſe at Footing or Earl's-court.. 
How ſhall'I rhyme'in this eternal rear ?. | 


How match the berds whom none e'cr match'd before: ? 


The man who, ſtreteh'd in Iſis calm retreat, 
To books and ſtudy gives ſev'n years compleat, 
See! ſtrow'd with learned duſt, his night -cap on, 
He walks an object new beneath the ſun ! 


So ſtiff, ſo mute] ſome ſtatue you would (wear, 
Stept from its pedeſtal to take the air! 
And here, while town, and court, and City roars, 
With mobs, and duns, and ſoldiers at their doors; 
Shall I, in London, act this idle part? i 
Com poſing ſongs for fools to get by heart? 

The Temple late two brother-ſerjeants law, 
Who deem' d each other oracles of law; 
With equal talents, theſe congenial ſouls 
One lull'd th' exchequer, and one ſtunn'd the rolls; 
Fach had a gravity would make you ſplit ; _ 
And ſhook his head at Murray as a wit. 


The boys floek round him, and the people ſtare: 5 
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© *T'was, Sir, your law, and, Sir, your c'oquence.” 

* Yours, Cowper's manncr-—and yours, Talbot's . 
Thus we diſpole of all poctic merit, 

Yours Milton's genius, and mine Homer's ſpirit. 

Call Tibbald Shakefpear, and he'll ſwear the Nine, 

Dear Cibber! never match'd one ode of thine. þ 

Lord! how we ſtrut through Merlin's cave to ſee 

No poets there but Stephen, you and me. 

Walk with reſpect behind, while we at eaſe 

Weave hurel-crowns, and take what names we pleaſe, 

© My dear Fibullus!“ if that will not do, 
Let me be Horace, and be Ovid you: 

Or, Pm content, allow me Dryden's ſtrains, 
And you ſhall riſe up Otway for your pains.” 
Much do 1 ſuffer, mueh, to keep in peace 
This jealous, waſpiſh, wrcng-head, 3 race; 
And much muſt flatter, if the whim ſhould bite, 

To court applauſe, by printing what I write ; 
- But let the fit paſs o'er, I'm wiſe enough 
To ſtop my ears to their confounded ſtaff. 
In vain bad rhymers all mank ind reject, 

They treat themſelves with moſt profound reſpect; 
'Tis to ſmall: purpoſe that you hold your tongue, 
Each prais'd within, is happy all day long. 

But how ſeverely with themſelves proceed 
The men who write ſuch verſe as we can read? 
Their own ſiriet judges, not a word they ſpare, 
That wants, or force; or light, or weight, or m | 
Howe'er unwillingly it quits its place, 

Nay though at court (perhaps) it may find grace; 1 
Such they'll degrade; and ſometimes in its ſtend, 
In downright WR revive the dead! es 


ey 
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Mark where à bold expreſſive phraſe appears, 
Bright through the rubbiſh of ſome hundred years: 
Command old words that long have ſlept to wake, 
Words that wiſe Bacon or brave Raulcigh ſpake; 

Or bid the new be Engliſh, ages hence, 

(For uſe will father what's begot by ſenſe), 

Pour the full tide of eloquence along, I 
Serenely pure, and yet diyinely ſtrong, Sos + 
Rich with the treaſures of each foreign tongue; 

Prune the luxuriant, the uncouth refine, 

But ſhow no mercy to an empty line: 

Then poliſh all with fo much life and eaſe, 

You think "tis nature and a knack to pleaſe : | 

© But eaſe in writing flows from art, not chance, 


| © As thoſe move eaſieſt who have learn'd to dance.“ 


If ſuch the plague and pains to write by rule, 
Better (ſay I) be pleas' d, and play the fool; 
Call, if you will, bad rhyming a diſeaſe, 

It gives men happineſs, or leaves them caſe; . 
There liv'd, in primo Georgi (they record} 

A worthy member, no ſmall fool, a ford; 
Who, though the houſe was bp, delighted ſat, 
Heard, nottd, anſwer'd, as in full debate; 

In all but this a man of ſober life, 

Fond of his friend, and civil to his wife; 

Not quite a madman, though a paſty fell, 
And much too wiſe to walk into a well. 


Him the damn'd dottors atid his friends immur'd; 
They bled, they cupp d, they purg d; in ſhort they 


cur'd ; 


| Whercat'the gentleman began to ftare 


My friends! he ery'd, p-X take you for your care? 
Vol. III. M 


1% IMITATIONS iss. 


That from a patriot of diſtinguiſh'd note, 
Have bled and purg'd me to a ſimple vote. ; 

Well, on the whole, plain proſe muſt be my fate: 
Wiſdom (curſe on it) will come ſoon or late; One” 
There is a time when poet's will grow dull: 

I'll ev'n leave verſes to the boys at ſchool : 

To rules of poetry no more confin'd, 
learn to ſmooth and harmonize my mind, 
Teach ev'ry thought within its bounds to roll: 
And keep the equal meaſure of the ſoul. 

Soon as 1 enter at my country-door, 2 
My mind reſames the thread it dropt before ; 
Thoughts which at Hydpark-corner I forgot, 

Meet and rejoin me in the penſive grot. 
There, all alone, and compliments apart, 
I aſk theſe ſober queſtions of my heart. 

If, when the more you drink the more you crave, 
You tell the doctor; when the more you have, 
The more you want, why not with equal caſc 
Confeſs as well your folly as diſcaſc ? 

The heart reſolves this matter in a trice, 
Men only feel the ſmart, but not the vice,” 

When golden angels ceaſe to cure the evil, 
You give all royal witchcraft to the devil: 
When ſervile chaplains cry, that birth and place 
Indue a peer with honour, truth, and grace, 
Look in that breaſt, moſt dirty D-—: be fair, 
Say, can you give out one ſuch lodger there ? 
Yet ſtill, not heeding what your heart can teach, 
You go to church to hear theſe flatt'rers preach. 

Indeed, could wealth beſtow or wit or merit, 


A prain of courage, or a ſpark of ſpirit, 


e 


OF HORACE. 228. 1273 


The wiſeſt man might bluſh, I mull agree, 
If D“ lov'd ſixpence more than he. 

it there be truth in law, and uſe can give . 
A property, that's yours, on which you live. 
Delightful Abs- court, if its fields afford 
Their fruits to you, confeſſes you its lord : | 
All Worldly's hens, nay, partridge, ſold to own 
His ven'ſfon too, a guinea makes your wn: | 
He bought at thouſands, what with better wit 
You purchaſe as you want, and bit by bit ; 
Now, or long ſince, what diff*rence will be found? 
You pay a penny, and he paid a pound. | 
Heathcote himſelf, and ſuch large-acred men, 
Lords of fat Eſham, or of Lincoln-fen, 
Buy ev'ry ſtick of wood that lends them heat ; 
Buy ev'ry pullet they afford to eat. #- 
Yet theſe are wights who fondly call their own 
Half that the dev'l o'crlooks from Lincoln-town. 
The laws of God, as well as of the land, 
Abhor a perpetuity ſhould ſtand : | 
Eſtates have wings, and hang in Fortune's pow'r 
Looſe on the point of ev'ry wav'ring hour, 
Ready, by force, or of your own accord, 
By ſale, at leaſt by death, to change their lord. 
Man? and for ever? wretch! what wouldſt thou have? 
Heir urges heir, like wave impelling wave. | 
All vaſt poſſeſſions (juſt the ſame the caſe | 

Whether you call them villa, park, or chaſe.) _ 
Alas, my BaTHURST! what will they avail ? 
Join Cotſwood hills to Saperton's fair dale; 
Let riſing granaries and temples here, 
There mingled farms and pyramids appear; 

M2 
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Eiuk towns to towns with avenues of oak, 
Encloſe whole towns in walls, tis all a Joke! 
Incxorable death ffiall leveł alt, 
And trees, and ſtones, and farms, and farmers al. 
Gold, filver, IW ry, vaſes ſculptur'd high; | 
Paint, marble; geme, and robes of Perfian dye; 
There are who have pot—and' thank heay'n- there are, 
Who, if they have not, think not worth their care. 
Talk what you will boat my INES 
find 
Two of at face, e 05 W | 
Why, of two brathers, rich and reſtleſa one 
Plows, burns, manures, and toils from ſun to ſun: 
The other ſights, far women, ſports, and wines, 
All Towaſhend's turnips; and all Grovenor's mines 
Why one, like Bu- —, wiaty pay: and ſearn content, 
Bows and votes on, in court and parliament; 
One drin b ſtrong benevolence of foul, 
Shall fly, like Qglethorpe, from pole to pole: 
Is known alone to that Directiag Pow'r 
Who forms the genius in the natal hour : 
That God af Nature, who, within us ſtill; 
Inaclines our actiom, nat confirains our will, 
Various of temper, as of face or frame, 
Yes, Sir, how fmalll ſotver be my:heap,- 
A part | will enjoy; as well as keep; 
My heir may: ſigh, and think it want! of grace 
A man fo poor would live withont a place: 
But ſure no ſtatute in his favour ſays 
How free or frugal I ſhall paſs my; days: 
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J, who at me mes fond, | at others pere, 
Divided between careleſſneſs und cure. 
Tis one thing"#aly to diſperſe my ſtore: 
| Another, nt d heed to trete more; 
Glad, like à boy, d fate the firſt xobd uy, 
And pleas'd, if Wrdid wait be Far away. 
What is't to me (a paſſenger God wot) 
Whether my veſſel be firſt-rate or not? 
The ſhip itſelf may make a better figure, 
But [ that fail am neither leſs nor bigger. 
I neither ſtrut with ev'ry fav'ring breath, 
Nor ſtrive with all the tempeſt in my teeth. 
In pow'r, wit, figure, virtue, fortune, plac'd 
Behind the foremoſt, and hefore the laſt. 
But why all this of av'rice? I have none.” 
I wiſh you joy, Sir, of a tyrant gone; 
But does no other lord it at this hour, 
As wild and mad, the avarice of pow'r ? 
Does neither rage inflame, nor fear appal ? 
Not the black fear of death, that ſaddens all? 
With terrors round, can reaſon hold her throne, 
Deſpiſe the known, nor tremble at th' unknown? 
Survey both worlds, intrepid and entire, 
In ſpite of witches, devils, dreams, and fire; 
Pleas'd to look forward, pleas'd to look behind, 
And count each birth-day with a grateful mind ? 
Has life no ſourneſs, drawn ſo near its end? 
Can'ſt thou endure a foe, forgive a friend ? 
Has age but melted the rough parts away, 
As winter- fruits grow mild ere they decay 
Or will you think, my friend, your buſineſs done, 
When, of a hundred thorns, you pull out one ? 
M 3 
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Learn to live well, or fairly make your will; 
You've play d, and lov d, and eat and drank your fil; $ 
Walk ſober. off; before a ſprightlier age 
Comes titt'ring on, and ſhoves you from the ſtage : 
Leave ſuch to trifle with more grace and eaſe, 
Whom folly pleaſes, and whoſe follies pleaſe. 


EPIST LE VII. 


Imitated in the Manner of Dr SWIFT. 


Is true, my Lord, I gave my mend. 
[ would be with you June the third; 
Chang'd it to Auguſt, and (in, ſhort) 
Have kept it---as you do at court, 
You humour me when am ſick, 
Why not when I am ſplenetic? 
In town, what objects could I meet? 
The ſhops ſhut up in ev'ry ſtreet, 
And fun'rals black ning all the doors, 
And yet more melancholy whores : 
And what a dult in every place ? 
And a thin court that wants your face, 
And fevers raging up and down, 
And W* and H** both j in town? 

The dog- days are no more the caſe. 
'Tis true, but winter comes apace: 
Then ſouthward let your bard retire, 
Hold out ſome months 'twixt ſun and fire, 
And you hall ſee the firſt warm weather, 
Me and the butterflies togethcr.' 

My Lord your tavours well I know $ 
"Tis with dittin&tion you beltow; _ 
And not to ev'ry one that comes, 

Juſt as a Scotſman does bis plums, _ 

© Pray take them, $1r---Enough's a feaſt ; 3 

Eat ſome, and pocket up the reſt, === 
M 4 
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What, rob your boys | thaſe pretty ropucs ! _ 
© No, Sir, you'll leave them to the hogs. 1 
Thus fools with compliments deſiege ve, 
Contriving never to oblige ye. ere] 
Scatter your favours on a fop, 
Ingratitude' s the certain crop; 
And 'tis but juſt, Pll tell ye wherefere, 
You give the things you never care for, 
A wiſe man alwgys is, or ſhon'd 
Be mighty ready te do good: | 
But makes a diff renee in his thought 
Betwixt a guinea and a groat. 
Now this I'll fay, you'll find in me 
A fafe companion, and a frees 
But if you'd have me always near—- 
A word, pray, in your hononr's car. 
I hope it is your reſolution 
To give me baek my conftitution : 
The ſprightly wit, the lively eye, 
Th' engaging ſmile, the gaicty, | 
That laugh'd down many a fummer ſun, ' 
And kept you up ſo oft till one: | 
And all that voluntary vein, 
As when Belinda rais'd my ftrain, 
A weaſel once made ſhift to ſlink 
In at a corn-loft thro a chink ; ; 
But having amply ſtuff d his ſkin, 
Could not get out as he got in; 
Which one belonging to the houſe 
('T was not a man, it was a mouſe) 
. Obſerving, 'cry'd, © Tou ſeape not fo, 
f e e Sir, er: muſt go. 
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Sir, vou may ſpare, your application, 
I'm no ſuch beaſt, nor his relation; 
Nor one that temperance advance, 
Cramm'd to the throat with Ortolans : : 
Extremely ready to reſign ' 
All that may make me none of mine. 
South-ſea ſubſcriptions take who pleaſe, 
Leave me but liberty and eaſe. 
Twas what I ſaid to Craggs and Child, 
Who prais'd my modeſty, and ſmil'd. 
Give me, I cry'd, (enough for me) 
My bread, and independency! 
So bought an annual rent or two, 
And liv'd------juſt as you ſee I do; 
Near fifty, and without a wife, 
I truſt that ſinking fund, my life. 
Can I retrench ? Yes, mighty well, 
Shrink back to my paternal cell, 
A little bopſe, with trees a-row, ih 
And, like its maſter, very low. i 


There dy'd my father, no man's debtor, | „ 
And there Il die, nor worſe nor better, 3 iſ 


To ſet this matter full before ye, 5 
Our old friend Swift will tell bis ſtory. 
Harley, the nation's great ſupport, 
But you may read it, I ſtop ſhort. 


e 


The Firſt Part imitated, in the Year 1714, by Dr 


SwIFT; the latter Part added afterwards. 


'VE often wiſh'd that I had clear 
For life, fix hundred pounds a year, 
A handſome houſe to lodge a friend, 
A river at my garden's end, 
A terras-walk, and half a rood 
Of land, ſet out to plant a wood. 
Well, now | have all this and more, 
T aſk not to increaſe my ſtore ; 
+ But here a grievance ſeems to lie, 
All this is mine but till | die: 
« ] can't but think *twould ſound more clever, | 
To me and to my heirs for ever. 
© If I n&er got or loſt a groat, 
© By any trick or any fault; 
And if I pray by reaſon's rules, 
And not like forty other fools : _ R 
* As thus, © Vouchſafe, oh Gracious Maker ! 
« To grant me this and t'other acre ; ; 
% Or, if it be thy will and pleaſure, 
« Direct my plow to find a treaſure: 
© But only what my ſtation fits, 
And to be kept in my right wits, 
_ © Preſerve, Almighty Providence! 
© Juſt what you gave me, competence: 
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And let me in theſe ſhades compoſe 
Something in verſe as true as proſe; 

* Remov'd from all th' ambitions ſcene, 
Nor puff d by pride, nor ſunk by ſpleen.“ 
In ſhort, I'm perfectly content, | 

Let me but live on this fide Trent; 
Nor croſs the Channel twice a year, 
To ſpend fix months with ſtateſmen here. 
1 muſt by all means come to town, 
"Tis for the ſervice of the Crown. 
* Lewis, the Dean will be of uſe, 
Send for him up, take no excuſe,” 
The toll, the danger of the ſeas, 
Great miniſters ne'er think of theſe; 
Or let it coſt five hundred pound, 
No matter where the money's found, 
It is but ſo much more in debt, 
And that they ne'er conſider d yet. 
© Good Mr Dean, go change your gown, 
© Let my Lord know you're come to town. 
T hurry me in haſte away, 
Not thinking it is levee day; 
And find his honour in a pound, 
Hemm'd by a triple circle round, 
Chequer'd with ribbons blue and green: 
How ſhould I thruſt myſelf between! 
Some wag obſerves me thus perplext, 
And ſmiling, whiſpers to the next, 
I thought the Dean had been too proud, 
© To juſtle here among a croud,” 
Another in a ſurly fit, 
Tells me I more zeal than uhh... 
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So eager to expreſs your love, 

© You ne'er conſider whom you hove, 

But rudely prets before a Duke,” 

I own, I'm pleagd with this rebuke. 

And take it kindly meant to ſhow 

What I deſire the world ſhould know. 
I get a whiſper, and withdraw; 

When twenty fools I never ſaw; 

Come with petitions fairly penn'd, 

Deſiring I would ſtand their friend. 
This, humbly offers me his cafe—« 
That, begs my int'reſt for a place 

A hundred other men's affairs, 

Like bees, are humming in my cars. 

© To-morrow my appeal comes on, 

Without your help the cauſe is gone 

The Duke expects my Lord and you, 

About ſome great affair at two _ 

Put my Lord Bolingbroke in mind, 

© To get my warrant quickly ſign'd: 

© Conſider, tis my firſt requeſt.-=. 

Be ſatisfy d, I'll do my beſt: 

Then preſently he falls to teize, 

© You may for certain if you pits; 

© | doubt not, if his Lordſhip knew 


© And, Mr Dean, one word from you 
"Tis (let me ſee} three years and more, 

(October next it will be four} _ 

Since Harley bid me firſt attend. 

And choſe me for an Humble freud: 

Would take me in his coach to chat, 

And queſtion me of this and that; 
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As, What's o'clock ?* And, © How's the wind! 
Who's chariot's that we left behind . 
Or gravely try to zeae the lines X 
Writ underneath the country ſigns; —ͤ 
Or, have you nothing new to dag 
© From Pope, from Parnet; or from Gay 1 
Such tattle often entertains 
My Lord and me as far as Stains, 
As once a week we travet down 
To Windſor, and again to town, 
Where all that paſſes, inter nos, 
Might be proclaim'd at Charing-Croſs. 
Yer ſome I know with envy ſwell, 
Becauſe they ſce me ns'd fo well: 
© How think you of our friend the Dean? 
© ] wonder what ſome people mean; 
My Lord and he are grown ſo great, 
« Always together, tete à iete, Hh 
« What, they admire him for his jokes 
© See but the fortune of ſome folks! 
There flies about a ſtrauge report 
Of ſome exprefs arriv d at. court; 
Fm ſtopp'd by all the fools l meet, 
And catechis'd in every ſtreet. 
You, Mr Dean, frequent the great; 
© Inform us, will the Emp'ror treat? 
Or do the prints and papers lye ? 
Faith, Sir, you know as much as J. 
© Ab, Doctor, how you love to jelt? 
© Tis now no ſecret'---l proteſt 
Tis one to me Then tall us, pray, 
* When are the troops to have their wy 2 
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And tho' I folemnly declare 4 1 
I know no more than my Lord Mayor, | 
They ſtand amaz d, and think me grown 
The cloſeſt mortal ever known, 

Thus in a ſea of folly toſs d, 
My choiceſt hours of life are loſt: _ 
Yet always wiſhing to retreat, , 
Oh, could I ſee my country-ſeat! 
There leaning near a gentle brook 
Sleep, or peruſe ſome antient book, 
And there in ſweet oblivion drown 
Thoſe cares that haunt the court and town, 
O charming noons! and nights divine! | 
Or wnen I ſup, or when I dine, 
My friends above, my folks below, 
Chatting and laughing all-a-row, 
The beans and bacon ſet before m, 
The grace - cup ſery'd with all decorum: 
Each willing to be pleas'd, and pleaſe, | 
And ex'n the very dogs at caſe! | 
Here no man prates of idle things, 
How this or that Italian ſings, 
A neighbour” s madneſs, or his ſpouſes' „% 
Or what's in either of their houſes: | 
But ſomething much more our concern, 
And quite a feandal not to learn, 
Which is the happier or the wiſer, 
A man of merit, or a miſcr? | 
Whether we ought to choſe our friends, - 
For their own worth, or our own ends? 
What good, or better, we may call, 
And what the very beſt of all. 


AF YQAA EE - AH 


Our friend Dan Prior, told (you Know) 
A tale extremely a propos : 
Name a town-life, and in a trice, 
He had a ſtory of two mice. 
Once on a time (ſo runs the fable) 
A country-mouſe, right hoſpitable, 
Receiv'd a town-mouſe at his board, 
Juſt as a farmer might a lord, 
A frugal mouſe upon the whole, 
Yet lov'd his triend, and had a ſoul, 


Kn:w what was handſome, and would do't, 


On juſt occaſion, coute qui coute. 

He brought him bacon (nothing lean) 
Pudding that might have pleas'd a dean; 
Cheeſe, ſuch as men in Suffolk make, 
But wiſh'd it Stilton for his ſake ; 

Yet, to his gueſt though no way ſparing, 
He eat himſelf the rind and paring. 

Our courtier ſcarce could touch a bit, 
But ſhow'd his breeding and his wit; 

He did his beſt to ſeem to eat, 

And cry'd, * I vow you're mighty neat. 
« But Lord, my friend, this ſavage ſcene! 


£ For God's ſake, come and live with men: 


© Conſider mice, like men, muſt die, 
© Both ſmall and great, both you and I: 
© Then ſpend your life in joy and ſport; 


© (This doctrine, friend, I learn'd at court. ) 


The verieſt hermit in the nation 


May yield, God knows, to ſtrong temptation. 


Away they come, through thick and thin, 
To a tall houſe near Lincoln's - inn; 
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(Tias on the night of a debate, 
Wben all their lordſhips bad fat late.) 
Behold the place, where if a poet 
Shin'd in deſcription, he might ſhow it: 
Tell how the moon-beam trembling. falls, 
And tips with ſilver all the walls; +. 
Palladian walls, Venetian doors, 
Groteſco roofs, and ſtucco floors: 


But let it (in a word) be ſaid, | | | | ? 


The moon was up, and men a-bed, 

The napkins white, the carpet red : 
The gueſts withdrawn had left the treat, 
And down the mice fat 7ete a tete. 

Our courtier walks from diſh to diſh, 
Taſtes for his friend of fowl and fiſn; 
Tells all their names, lays doun the law, 
Aue ga eft bon ? Ah gouter u 
That jelly's rich, this Malmſey healing, 
Pray dip your whiſkers and your tail ia. 
Was ever ſuch a happy ſwain? 

He ſtuffs and fwiks, and ſtaffs again. 
£ 'm quite aſham'd=--"tis mighty rude 
© To cat ſo much---but all's ſo good; 
© ] have a thouſand thanks to give--- 
© My lord alone knows how to live.” 
No ſooner ſaid, but from the hall 
Ruſh chaplain, butler, dogs and all: 
© A Rat, a Rat! clap to the door 
The cat comes/bouneing; on the floor. 
O for the heart of Homer's mice, 
Or gods ta fave them in a tries ! 
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(It was by Providence they think, 

For your damn'd ſtucco has no chink.) 

* An't pleaſe your honour, quoth the peaſant, 
This ſame deſert is not ſo pleaſant ; 

Give me again my hollow tree, 


A cruſt of bread, and liberty !' 


hin 
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A AIN? new tumults in my breaſt ? 
Ah ſpare me, Venus! let me, let me reſt! 
I am not now, alas! the man 
As in the gentle reign of my Queen Anne. 
Ah ſound no more thy ſoft alarms, | 
Nor circle ſober fifty with thy charms. 
Mother too fierce of dear defires ! 
Turn, turn to willing hearts your wanton fires. 
To number five direct your doves, 
There ſpread round MURRAY all your blooming 
Loves; 
Noble and young, who ſtrikes the heart 
With ev'ry ſprightly, ev'ry decent part: 
Equal, the injur'd to defend, | 
To charm the miſtreſs, or to fix the friend, 
He, with a handred arts refin'd, | 
Shall ſtreteh thy conqueſts over half the kind: 
To him each rival ſhall ſubmit, | 
Make but his riches equal to his wit. 
Then fhall thy form the marble grace, 
(Thy Grecian form,) and Chloe lend the face. 
His houſe, emboſom'd in the grove, 
Sacred to ſocial life and ſocial love, 


OF HO RAC E. rpg 


Shall glitter o'er the pendent green, 
Where Thames reflects the viſionary ſcene : 
Thither the ſilver- ſounding lyres 
Shall call the ſmiling Loves and young Deſires; 
There, ev'ry Grace and Muſe ſhall throng, 
Exalt the dance, or animate the ſong ; 
There Youths and Nymphs, in concert gay 
Shall hail the riſing, cloſe the parting was 
With me, alas! thoſe joys are o'erz 
For me the vernal garlands bloom no more. 
Adieu! fond hope of mutual fire, 
he ſtill-believing, ſtill renew'd deſire; 
Adieu! the heart-expanding bowl, 
And all the kind deceivers of the ſoul ! 
But why ? ah tell me, ah too dear!. 14 
| Steals down my check th' involuntary tear? 
Why words ſo flowing, thoughts ſo free, 
| Stop, or turn nonſenſe, at one glance of thee ? 
Thee, dreſs'd in Fancy's airy beam, 
Abſent I follow through th" extended dream; 
Now, now I ſeize, I claſp thy charms, 
| And now you burſt (ah cruel !) from my arms; 
And ſwiftly ſnoot along the Mall, 
Or ſoftly glide by the Canal, 
Now ſhown by Cynthia's ſilver ray, 
And now on rolling waters ſnatch'd away. 


Part of the Ninru Oz of the Fovxaru 
Book. | 


| LI ST you ſhould think that verſe ſhall die, 
Which ſounds the ſilver Thames along, 
Taught on the wings of Truth to fly 
Above the reach of vulgar ſong 


Though daring Milton ſits ſublime, 
In Spenſer native Muſes play ; 

Nor yet ſhall Waller yield to time, 
Nor penſive Cowley's moral lay 


| Sages and chiefs long ſince had birth 
Ere Caeſar was, or Newton nam'd; 
Theſe rais'd new empires o'er the ach; 
And thoſe new heav'ns and ſyſtems fram'd, 


Vain was the ies, the ſage's pride! 
They had no poet, and they died. 

In vain they ſchem'd, in vain they bled! 
They had no poet, and are dead. 


ON 


Receiving from the Right Hon. the Lady | 
FRANCIS SHIRLEY, 
' A STandisn and Two Pzxs, 


| Es I beheld th' Athenian Queen 
Deſcend in all her ſobcr charms; 

And take (ſhe ſaid, and ſmil'd ſerene) 

Take at this hand celeſtial arms: 


© Secure the radiant weapons wield; 

© This golden lance ſhall guard deſert ; 
And if a vice dares keep the field, 

© This ſtcel ſhall ſtab it to tlie heart. 


Aw'd on my bended knees I fell, 
Receiv'd the weapons of the (ky ; 

And dipt them in the fable well, 
The fount of fame or infamy. 


What Well ? what Weapon? (Flavia cries) 
© A ſtandiſh, ſteel, and golden pen! 

"+ It came from Bertrand's, not the fkies ; 

I gaye it you to write again. 
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But, friend, take head whom you attack; 
« You'll bring a houſe (I mean of Peers) 
© Red, blue, and green, nay white and black, 
L----- and all about your ears. 


< You'd write as ſmooth again on glaſs, 
And run, on ivory, © glib, 

© As not to ſtick at fool or aſs, 
Nor ſtop at flattery or fib. 


© Athenian Queen ! and ſober charms ! 
* I cell ye, fool, there's nothing in't; 
£ Tis Venus, Venus gives theſe arms; 
In Dryden's Virgil ſee the print. 


Come, if you'll be a quiet ſoul, 
© That dares tell neither truth nor lies, 
© FI liſt you in the harmleſs roll | 
Of thoſe that ſing of theſe poor eyes. 
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